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FOREWORD 

by Miss Marianne Martindale 


M any rhadi rs of this book will have heard of the nation of Aristasia. 
Yet this book may at first seem all the more puzzling for that. 

Aristasia, they will have heard of—perhaps read of in the newspapers or seen 
on the television screens of their world—as being essentially a group of women 
living in the late 20th century who choose to reject the period in which they 
hnd themselves and dress in the clothes of the 1950s and earlier. It is well 
known that they practise corporal punishment not as a vulgar sexual fetich but 
as an integral part of everyday life, and that their self-created world is a world 
without men, in which the two sexes are blonde and brunette. 

The similarities between that world and the world depicted in this book are 
obvious enough. Its provinces correspond to various time-periods in earthly 
history, but none of them later than the 1950s or early ’6os. Discipline plays a 
prominent part in daily life and there are two sexes—blonde and brunette. 

But the world of this book is an imaginary world. A whole parallel-earth 
in which men have never existed and procreation is brought about by the 
union of a blonde and a brunette. 

What is the relation between the two Aristasias? 

The relation is somewhat complex, but one may simplify it by saying that 
the Aristasia depicted in this book is the mythos that lies behind the earthly 
Aristasia; the ideal world of which the group of girls in the late 20th century 
are but a shadow; the blueprint for the Aristasia that exists in houses in England, 
France and America. 

But as I have said, it is not quite as simple as that. There has always been a 
subtle interplay between the writings of Aristasian girls and the realities of 
Aristasian life. This book could not have been written if the earthly Aristasia 
had not already existed; and the earthly Aristasia has been shaped and devel¬ 
oped by this book, among others. Literature and life, fantasy and reality are in¬ 
terwoven in Aristasia in the most intricate ways. But if you want to learn more 
about that, the second best way to do so is by reading Miss Snow’s novel, 
Children of the Void (the first best way is by coming to Aristasia yourself). 

The District Governess of the title is one example of the interplay between 
life and fiction. In the first story in this book you will learn exactly what a 
District Governess is in the Ideal Aristasia; you will see what she does and how 
she fits into Aristasian society. But there are also real District Governesses in 
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the earthly Aristasia. In fact a recent television documentary billed me as “Miss 
Martindale, the District Governess”—a shade confusing, since I am actually 
not a District Governess; but the point is, I could be. They do exist. Their func¬ 
tions are broadly parallel to that of the District Governess described in this 
book; but the Law under which they exist is the self-defined and voluntarily- 
accepted Law of the girls who live in the households that comprise Aristasia 
on earth. 

The history of this book is somewhat unusual. It was originally conceived as 
little more than a series of extended captions to the rather charming illustra¬ 
tions reproduced herein, rather as The Pickwick Papers was originally planned 
as no more than a set of brief texts to accompany a set of sporting prints by a 
then-famous periodical artist. 

Just as Dickens’ work far exceeded, both in extent and in quality, his orig¬ 
inal brief—becoming, indeed one of the best-loved works in English letters— 
we feel that this little book has burgeoned from its original intent into some¬ 
thing of very considerable quality. It may, however, be of interest to the read¬ 
er to realise as she peruses these pages, that each story was inspired by the 
picture that accompanies it, and was the authoress’s rather fanciful interpreta¬ 
tion of the scene depicted therein and her equally famciful construction of the 
events leading up to it. The original works to which these illustrations were 
appended she has never seen, nor has any idea of their nature or contents. 

“Miss Bumwell Applies the Rod” was the first-written of these stories and 
is certainly the nearest to the original conception. After that Miss Snow’s fe¬ 
cund imagination takes over, creating a series of delightful vignettes of life in 
Aristasia ranging geographically from the ancient and mysterious Eastern 
world of “A Child of the Wind” to the Quirinelle homeiness of “The District 
Governess”; and ranging in tone from high seriousness to down-to-earth 
schooly-ness; from the broad, bucolic humour of “All on an Autumn 
Morning” to the lavish, slightly decadent wit of “The Butterfly Collector” 

The stories are at times funny, at times moving, at times noble and inspir¬ 
ing, at times just curiously looking at the quirks of an individual nature (as in 
“The Heart of a Blonde” or “the Arcadian Schoolmistress”) and at times 
even religious. 

What Miss Snow has done in this book is to evoke a whole world—its dif¬ 
ferent places and its different moods. The theme of discipline running through 
them gives a unity to a book which is by its nature very broad. For Aristasia, 
the Feminine Empire, is as broad and as various as any whole world must be. 
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A Readers’ Guide to Aristasia 

I N ORDER to understand this book it is necessary to know a 
little about the world in which it is set. 

All the stories take place within a land called Aristasia—a 
world in many respects like yours, but with three important 
differences. 

The first difference is that in Aristasia there are no men. All 
the inhabitants are feminine. There are nevertheless two sexes in 
Aristasia: blondes and brunettes. 

Aristasian brunettes are about as feminine as a normal human 
woman—that is to say, about twice as feminine as a human 
woman in the last quarter of the 20th century. Aristasian 
blondes, on the other hand, are ultra-feminine. Those who 
incline to the belief that ‘feminine’ is merely a synonym for 
‘weak’ will, we trust, learn in the course of this small volume to 
amend that notion. 

What exactly constitutes the magical quality of femininity is 
too great and too mysterious a matter for us to enter into here. 
Suffice it to say that much of what makes Aristasia what it is— 
that gives it its special character and flavour—lies in its nature as 
an all-feminine world. 

As we have said, however, there are three qualities which dis¬ 
tinguish Aristasia from the world with which we imagine our 
reader to be more familiar. The second of these is that many of 
the qualities that, in your world, belong to the dimension of 
time belong in Aristasia to the dimensions of space. Thus the 
seven Provinces of Aristasia shown on our map have many of 
the properties which, in your world, belong to historical peri¬ 
ods. The Province of Quirinelle, for example, is in many 
respects equivalent to your 1950s, the Province of Trent to your 
193os, the Province of Arcadia (in its more Westerly parts) to 
your Victorian and Edwardian eras, and the province of 
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Amazonia to the pre-historic matriarchal civilisations of your 
world. The Province of Novaria corresponds to the 2020s and 
2030s which in your world (at the time of writing) we do not 
believe to have come about yet. 

If a disproportionate number of the provinces cluster moder¬ 
ately close to what your world terms ‘the present’, that is 
because Aristasia is not wholly independent of time, and those 
tendencies represented by the smaller provinces west of Arcadia 
and Amazonia are very much to the fore in the present 
Aristasian century. Many of them have indeed only come into 
existence relatively recently, though not in a chronological 
order that relates directly to your eras (Vintesse, for example, 
corresponding somewhat to your 1920s is far more ‘modem’ 
than Kadoria, which has much in common with your 1940s). 

You will notice also that, while both your past and your 
future have correspondences among the Aristasian provinces, 
your present does not. This brings us to the third and perhaps 
the most important distinction between Aristasia and your 
world. 

Aristasia is still sane. It did not suffer any equivalent to the 
cultural Eclipse which took place in your 1960s, leaving all val¬ 
ues inverted, replacing the love of beauty with the love of ugli¬ 
ness, the love of order with the love of chaos and giving over all 
normal human loyalties, decencies and truths to vilification or to 
mockery. This is why there is not and could not be any 
Province which bears any relation to the decades of darkness fol¬ 
lowing your Eclipse. 

This third distinction is, as we have said, the most significant 
between your world and Aristasia. The all-feminine constitution 
of Aristasia and the transposition of time and space are great 
differences, to be sure; but compared to this third matter they 
are relatively minor. They are such distinctions as may exist in 
the boundless universe between sane and normal worlds, made 
up of people fundamentally human, and sharing the affections 
and sensibilities of rational creatures everywhere. Only in this 
last particular are the two peoples set apart one from another as 
complete aliens. 

The first and third of the three distinctions are more closely 




related than may initially be apparent. The fundamental symp¬ 
tom of your Eclipse was the almost complete annihilation of the 
Feminine Principle in your world brought about by a number 
of causes but led by the extreme masculinist movement known 
by the outlandishly inverted name of‘feminism’, whose aim was 
to annihilate the feminine in its last place of refuge—the hearts 
of women themselves. While to your materialist philosophy, this 
may seem like a mere incidental, can you not see that the ele¬ 
ments of form and beauty, of harmony (and therefore of order 
and right relations with nature), of homeliness (and therefore of 
loyalty) belong to the Feminine pole of existence: that all the 
things you have lost, all the diseases that corrode your world, are 
but symptoms of your primary rejection of the Feminine. The 
problem did not begin with your Eclipse, but there it reached its 
dark consummation: there it turned from a congenital weakness 
to a black, consuming fever. 

Romantic Love 

One may at first be a little confused by the Aristasian attitude 
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toward romantic love. As with your own people before the 
Eclipse, it is usual for Aristasians to marry once only and for life. 
Marriage always takes place between a blonde and a brunette. 
Nonetheless, romantic attachments between blondes and 
blondes and between brunettes and brunettes are neither rare 
nor are they, under normal circumstances, the object of disap¬ 
proval. This is because Aristasians, unlike men (and masculinised 
post-Eclipse women) do not place an imperative value upon 
physical consummation. Chaste amours have always been part of 
the life of Aristasia, and, indeed physical consummation, outside 
marriage (wherein it takes on something of the character of a rit¬ 
ual) is regarded as rather vulgar—a clumsy and inartistic release 
of the precious vitality and fine tension of the amour. This is not 
to say that indiscretions never take place, but they are by no 
means assumed to be likely, and where they do occur, they 
evoke in the surrounding Familia not only moral censure, but 
the fastidious contempt felt by the gourmet for the gourmand. 

For the religious Aristasian, the amour can take on a spiritual 
dimension; the loved one being regarded as a reflection of Deity 
(something similar could occur in the case of Courtly Love— 
also unconsummated—in your world). For the more worldly 
Western city-dweller (who is, nonetheless, never wholly secu¬ 
larised) it may be regarded more in an aesthetic light. But in both 
cases its reduction to a merely carnal level is regarded with both 
disapproval and pity. 

From the foregoing it may be seen that Aristasians have a 
highly refined sensibility. They value subtle sensations and deli¬ 
cate bouquets. There are, of course, unrefined Aristasians, but 
they do not constitute the norm. It is true to say that even the 
serving classes in Aristasia tend to be of a more rarefied type than 
the average member of the educated class in your world, even 
before the Eclipse. 

This is a key to the understanding of much that takes place in 
these stories. 

Blonde and Brunette 

On the question of blondes and brunettes, it should be under¬ 
stood that, as with men and women, the two sexes are mentally, 
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physically, emotionally and psychologically different. And, as with 
men and women, the differences are greater rather than less than 
they superficially appear to be. Brunettes are very much stronger 
physically than blondes (the difference is rather more marked 
than that between men and women). They are in many respects 
more practical and more 'steady’. The emotions of a blonde are 
a surging torrent, her perspective often quite unworldly. 

To say, however, that brunettes are the 'dominant sex’ is a 
considerable oversimplification. Blondes are regarded with the 
highest respect, and are often considered to be the custodians of 
a higher wisdom. They are often Princesses and sovereign rulers 
of nations and principalities; they are often priestesses and 
philosophers (philosophy in Aristasia being far from a dry acad¬ 
emic discipline). In the practical affairs of life they usually (but 
not always) take second place—but practicalities, utilitarian mat¬ 
ters, work, money and material are not nearly so highly regard¬ 
ed in Aristasia as they have long been in your world. In many 
ways brunettes can be regarded as the more useful but less 
important sex. If this last statement is a shade unfair, it is cer¬ 
tainly no less incorrect than the assumption that blondes are the 
‘inferior’ sex—it is probably on the side of blonde rather than 
brunette superiority that Aristasia is prone to err. 

It is partly because of their sacredness that blondes are treated 
more stricdy than brunettes under many circumstances (though as 
with many generalisations one may make about Aristasia there is 
also a converse side: a brunette may often receive severer punish¬ 
ment as the party who ought to have been more responsible. 
Much can be forgiven blonde frailty and the highly emotional 
nature of blonde psychology). We will encounter throughout this 
book the idea that frequent chastening is a necessary part of the 
upbringing of a blonde and helps her to develop gendeness, puri¬ 
ty and a delicate, aetherial sensibility. 

Those unfamiliar with the Aristasian mind might fancy that 
they detect here a whiff of the dogma of ‘social conditioning’ so 
dear to the doctrinaire masculinists of your post-Eclipse.—The 
dogma, that is, that there are no real mental or psychological 
differences between the sexes (women being but men in 
differently-shaped bodies) and that everything we know by the 
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name of femininity is only ‘social conditioning’ forced upon 
women by some obscure and unspoken conspiracy concocted 
by men. It is a curious dogma, especially in view of the fact that 
the copious scientific research conducted in recent years in your 
world shows incontestably that the mental and psychological 
differences between men and women are inborn, ineradicable 
and if anything more fundamental and wide-ranging than even 
the Victorians imagined. However, your post-Eclipse world 
never allows scientific facts to interfere with its official social 
mythologies. 

The truth is that femininity is a natural and vitally important 
aspect of human existence which has been undervalued and 
undermined in your world for millennia, and the ultimate con¬ 
summation of this process is the extirpation of femininity from 
its last refuge: the heart of woman herself—a process which is 
only possible because woman has been tricked by the subtly 
twisted arguments of a false ‘feminism’ into collaborating with 
her own de-feminisation. 

Since Aristasia knows nothing of these matters, it goes with¬ 
out saying for an Aristasian that the upbringing of a blonde— 
however it may vary in different places—is not a question of 
inculcating an artificial consciousness, but of cooperating with 
nature, of developing her inborn sensibility, of creating a perfect 
blondeness; an image of the Archetype of femininity; a marriage 
of nature and art. 

The Question of Discipline 

It will readily be noticed that all the stories in this book deal 
with the subject of discipline:—and that not merely in the 
broadest sense, but in the quite concrete form of physical chas¬ 
tisement. Spankings, canings and birchings abound in these sto¬ 
ries and are delightfully depicted in the illustrations. It goes 
without saying that not every Aristasian story would necessarily 
be of this nature, but it is certainly a subject which figures more 
prominently in Aristasian life and fiction than in yours. 

Why is this? The simplest answer is that chastisement is much 
more a part of ordinary life in Aristasia, both for children and 
grown Aristasians. However, it figures in fiction even more 
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largely than it does in life, and we may ask again: why? 

Consider the fiction of your own world. A reader from 
another world—Aristasia, shall we say—would be forgiven for 
thinking that murder was an everyday occurrence. Violence, 
theft, betrayal, adultery, war and wickedness in general are the 
stock-in-trade of your fiction, not only the sensational works, 
but the majority' of your great classics. Now, violence and vil¬ 
lainy are rare things in Aristasia. They are much less a part of the 
feminine temper. Unkindness is regarded as unnatural. 
Nevertheless, we think it true to say that while there is little 
wickedness in Aristasia, there is quite a lot of naughtiness. 

Aristasians do not regard themselves as ‘adult’ in quite the way 
that you do. The Queen or Empress and her servants, down to 
the District Governess, are always accepted as being somewhat 
in loco parentis. The difference between wickedness and naughti¬ 
ness is that wickedness implies a complete severance between 
oneself and the norms of goodness—a fixed and final enmity 
between the wicked and the victim, whereas naughtiness is a 
temporary rift between oneself and an order of goodness which 
one never ceases to accept. A good spanking will set all to rights 
and put one back into grace again. For children everywhere, the 
cycle of naughtiness, punishment and forgiveness is a part of the 
fundamental security of life, an assurance that one is never finally 
severed from the love and protection of mother and family. For 
the Aristasian, the concept of what you call ‘society’—a thing 
with which the individual is often, and in the post-Eclipse right¬ 
ly, at odds—scarcely exists. There is only the Familia, extended 
into wider and wider circles; the Queen, and above her the 
Empress, and beyond the Empress, God Herself, being the ulti¬ 
mate loving mothers, who may chastise, but only from kindness, 
and only to reunite us with their love. 

As will be seen, the Aristasian outlook is in some ways akin 
to the older norms of your own world, before the break-down 
of unanimously accepted standards and values, and in some ways 
a quite different thing, being the exclusive product of a wholly 
feminine civilisation (a masculinised version of the Empress as 
loving mother gives us something like Big Brother: a much less 
palatable concept). 
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We would add as an aside that we make no quibble about the 
association of the child-like with the feminine, though it might 
seem to confirm the calumnies of your masculinists. Have not all 
your sages, from the lord Confucius to the lord Christ, praised 
the child-like state as nearest to Heaven? 

It is also endemic in the feminine psyche to value order and 
rightness (think of a female librarian or schoolmistress before 
your Eclipse). This too is a matter of no small profundity, con¬ 
nected, to take examples from your world, with the Latin con¬ 
cept of rictus, Hindoo rita or dharma, and the Chinese Way of 
Heaven. The country-cousin of these concepts is the propriety or 
respectability of your Western world before the Eclipse.—Less 
profound, less intelligent, but wrought ultimately of the same 
true gold. We would contend that the extreme masculinism or 
anti-femininism of your society and its final loss of the concepts 
of Divine Order and even of simple respectability are closely 
intertwined. 

In the Western provinces of Aristasia, the continuity of latter- 
day respectability with the deeper and more ancient Divine 
Order is explicitly understood (as it never really was in your 
world, which is why those qualities were so vulnerable to attack 
and ultimate annihilation). The prim young Assistant City 
Governess who disciplines a married blonde for going out with¬ 
out a hat does so with much more of a consciousness that Right 
and the Angels are on her side than had the most punctilious 
schoolmistress of your Victorian era. People may (and will) 
complain about her, but no one will seriously question her 
rightness or dispute that her strictness makes her a good Assistant 
Governess and tends to the ultimate benefit and happiness of all. 

Pronunciation of Aristasian Names 

The principal Aristasian language—at least in the Western 
world, in which most of our stories are set—is not unlike 
English. Most of the words you will encounter are pronounced 
just as you would expect them to be. One or two, usually of 
Eastern origin, may cause difficulty, and the following may 
prove helpful. The ' mark follows the stressed syllable, as in 
cat' tie or encyclopced'ia: 
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Alusinlic (Country town and district of Trent) : Al-yoo '-si-nay 
Cuivahya (Name) : Quee-vie'-ya (vie rhymes with pie ) 
Melinsie (Surname) : Mel-in'-zee 

Rayapurh (City) : Rye-ya-poor' (the last syllable rhymes with 
English pure, but is pronounced poor, rather than pyoor) 

Thame (River) : Tah'-may 
Ulalua (Classical poetess) : Yoo-lal'-yoo-a 
I ’eras (Surname) is pronounced like Vera’s (from which it is 
derived), not I 'crass 

It will be clear to the astute reader that Aristasia possesses a pro¬ 
found philosophy and culture, merely a hint of which can be 
glimpsed in a book such as this. In the few cases where the 
Angels of the Aristasian religious system have been mentioned 
by name we have felt it both safer and more reverent to substi¬ 
tute the names of Greek minor deities. 

While this book does not and cannot possibly explain every 
aspect of Aristasian life, we feel that it is a window—or rather a 
series of windows—upon Aristasia, giving the unique flavour of 
the Aristasian people in many moods and guises. We feel that 
perhaps more than in a book of systematic information, you will 
come to feel that you know Aristasia at least a little. We hope 
so, for we believe that Aristasia has something to teach your 
world. 

$ 


Because the stories in this book are imaginary, it is perhaps nat¬ 
ural that many readers will assume Aristasia to be an imaginary 
world. This, however does not follow. We may read imaginary 
stories set in India, but that does not mean that India itself is 
imaginary. 

Aristasia certainly does exist, though not necessarily in the 
precise form depicted in these vignettes. There are those of us 
who live in the real Aristasia, who travel from Trent to 
Quirinelle, from Quirinelle to Arcadia, who are disciplined 
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(when necessary) by the District Governess, who do many of the 
things described in this book. Thus when we speak of your 
world as your world, it is by no means an affectation. We speak 
of it thus quite naturally, for it certainly is not and never could 
be our world. Quite how that is possible we have made clear in 
Children of the Void, but for now we shall simply say that if any 
female reader seriously wishes to visit Aristasia, she should write 
to Her Excellency the Imperial Ambassadress in care of the pub¬ 
lishers of this book: The Wildfire Club, B.M.Elegance. London 
W.C.i. or telephone YVYanne 0281 (0181 989 0281) and ask 
for Miss Martindale. 


The District Governess 
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C RIME AND punishment in Aristasia are rather a 
different matter from what they are in certain other 
lands. After all, a woman is several dozen times less like¬ 
ly than a man to commit a serious crime. “Vandalism” is 
unknown in Aristasia. as, virtually, are burglary, violent robbery, 
rape, and many other crimes. 

Murders are committed very occasionally. Now and again a 
car is stolen, especially one of those rather luscious open-topped 
Sepharellas. Precisely because it is rare it is so easy. No one ever 
locks anything and girls often leave their keys in the ignition all 
the time as it is the best way of not mislaying them. The temp¬ 
tation to hop in and drive away is occasionally too much for a 
wayward brunette. 

The commonest solution of a crime is confession. No, the 
commonest is Anonymous Return. More often than not the car 
is found back in the drive after a day or two: the fur stole slipped 
back onto the rack in the shop, or left draped over the back of 
one of those nice little chairs the big stores provide for their cus¬ 
tomer’s benefit, quite as if the owner had mistakenly walked off 
without it. We remember the case reported in The Morning 
Letter of a girl who tried three times to “lose” a delicious sable 
in the shop from which she had stolen it, each time having it 
returned by an over-helpful assistant. Eventually she thrust it 
back at the fourth assistant, saying “It’s not mine, it’s yours! I 
swoggled it!” and fled from the shop before the astonished girl 
could say “Very good, modom.” 

Anonymous Return is not considered meritorious in 
Aristasia. The offender ought to confess and accept her punish¬ 
ment. Every one knows that, and the Anonymous Returner 
does her returning with a very bad conscience. In Arcadia, 
Amazonia and Novaria it is much rarer. There confession is the 
usual solution of crime; but in the other provinces, especially 
Vintesse and Quirinelle, Anonymous Return has sadly become 
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quite common and is considered a token of a decline of public 
morality. 

There are no prisons in Aristasia and only a few law-courts. 
Punishment is more personal, more home-like. Indeed, the dis¬ 
tinction between the public and the private is one which 
Aristasians do not strongly recognise. Society is considered to be 
a greater family with the Queen or Empress or local Governor 
or Countess (depending on what level we are considering) as its 
mother, and her servants as elder sisters. 

This last sentence requires two comments. First, that elder sis¬ 
ters are highly regarded as figures of authority in Aristasia and 
second that every constabel, judge, District Governess and other 
agent of the law is regarded as a servant of the Queen or local 
Magistra. Law is personal rather than impersonal. This does not 
(as the outlander might suppose) leave it open to vagary and 
abuse because Aristasia (like more traditional forms of society 
elsewhere) is a unanimous society. There is no real disagreement 
about what is right, or what people ought to do. There is no real 
disagreement that custom is sacred. Every action of life is ulti¬ 
mately determined by spiritual law and the wisdom of the 
Revered Ancestresses. The power of the Magistra (meaning any 
ruler and also a court judge) to uphold custom and the Sacred 
Harmony is absolute; but she is not an Absolute Ruler, because 
she, no less—indeed far more—than any other, is the servant of 
the Harmony. She cannot invent her own laws. She can impose 
her own will but only within the strict and time-honoured Em¬ 
its of what is proper. 

There have been many changes in recent centuries, but 
Aristasia has changed without becoming anti-traditional. Each of 
the new ways is incorporated within the Sacred Harmony and 
becomes a part of its new adaptation—and each of the provinces 
has done this in a slightly different way. 

The law in Aristasia covers many things which in some other 
places might not be recognised as having a legal, or even a 
moral, dimension. Such things as slovenly dress, impoliteness or 
vulgar language may be dealt with by the police. I have seen a 
Quirinelle constabel in her shining silver helmet and wide- 
flaring navy blue skirt (one can only guess how many layers of 
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petticoat it is that those trim black-seamed calves disappear into) 
stop a full-grown blonde for the offence of yawning in the street 
without covering her mouth. 

The girl was terribly embarrassed by her crime and explained 
that she was really very tired and not thinking clearly. 

The constabel unclipped the dark leather strap from her belt 
and told the girl to hold out her hand. The strap darted across 
the palm of her neat white glove with a report like a pistol-shot. 
She squeezed her blue-shadowed eyes tight and her white teeth 
bit into her scarlet lower lip. After a giddy moment of recover¬ 
ing herself from the shock, she thanked the constabel nicely, 
accepted an elder-sisterly kiss from her and proceeded on her 
way, nursing her throbbing hand. They do sting, those police 
straps, and one may be sure that she will not yawn in such an 
uncouth manner for some time to come. 

Harmony, Comeliness, Seemliness: such are the watchwords 
of Aristasian ‘Law and Order’—a phrase from another land 
which would not be in the least out of place upon Aristasian lips, 
but would carry with it quite another colouring. All law, to the 
Aristasian, is akin to the laws of mathematics or of music—an 
expression of the underlying harmony of being; all order funda¬ 
mentally the order of a dance, which is ultimately the great 
dance of the cosmos, presided over by Themis, the Angel of 
Harmony. To an Aristasian, grace in the sense of‘gracefulness’is 
not a different concept from grace in the theological sense. They 
are intimately bound up one with another—and all of life is inti¬ 
mately bound up with them. 

Constabels are found mostly in the cities. In many country 
areas—and some smaller towns—law is maintained mostly by 
the District Governess, a figure whose duties are as varied as 
those of the village postmistress. She oversees the education of 
children who are taught at home (as many children are, espe¬ 
cially in country areas). She has been known to discipline a pri¬ 
vate governess with her own strap if she feels her charges are not 
being kept up to standard. In the stricter provinces she may 
inspect houses to see that they are neat and tidy. She is also the 
main administratrix of official punishments, either ordained by 
herself or by a magistra. In urban areas the City Governess usu- 
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ally carries out punishments more serious than those given sum¬ 
marily by the constabels. 

As the title ‘Governess’ implies, Aristasian subjects are, in cer¬ 
tain respects, treated throughout life as children in the great fam¬ 
ily of the Empress. The captured law-breaker in Aristasia feels 
more like a child outside the headmistress’s study than an adult 
trapped by the pitiless machine of the State. There is never 
absent an understanding on all sides that punishment is given 
with love and for the true good of the culprit, to bring her back 
into grace and restore her to the heart of the Familia. Although 
the true dignity of an Aristasian is far greater than that of a per¬ 
son in a degenerate land (as may be seen by the unfading neat¬ 
ness of dress of even the lowliest subject), her consciousness of 
herself as a child, makes her more supple and yielding in the 
hands of public discipline. She has not built her persona upon a 
hard and brittle ‘personal independence’ which must be stripped 
and crushed by the punishing State, reducing her almost to the 
level of nonentity. Rather she can be corrected as a child is cor¬ 
rected:—sometimes severely but with love and with her own 
tearful acceptance. It is an act which unites her rather than sev¬ 
ering her from the whole, which leaves her neither broken nor 
bitter, but at peace, and happier than before. 

The punishments suffered by Aristasian law-breakers are 
much the same as those suffered by naughty children. Often 
exactly the same, though where the offence is much more seri¬ 
ous, the punishment must be so too. The City or District 
Governess may set lines and other impositions. She may admin¬ 
ister the cane or the strap. Where a magistra orders such pun¬ 
ishments, the Governess will carry them out. In the case of 
impositions, she will receive them, mark them and decide 
whether they are acceptable or whether further punishment is 
in order. For serious criminal offences, many thousands of lines 
may be set which may take months or even (occasionally) years 
to complete. Usually the offender is left at liberty, handing in 
her imposition weekly to the Governess. Wherever the magis¬ 
tra has not laid it down, she will decide such things as how 
much must be completed each week. Often a weekly or 
monthly strapping or caning may be part of the sentence. 
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Occasionally an offender may be kept in detention at the 
Governess’s office, usually reporting at nine o’clock each morn¬ 
ing and sitting at a desk to work on her imposition. Very occa¬ 
sionally she may be directed to sleep in a dormitory attached to 
the Governess’s office, not being permitted to return home for 
all or part of her detention. 

Such custodial sentences are usually given when for some rea¬ 
son a girl is no longer regarded as a trusted subject able to con¬ 
duct her affairs responsibly. In the longer term the usual cure for 
this state of affairs is for the offender to be bonded as a maidser¬ 
vant in the house of one of the senior householders of the local¬ 
ity. In some cases this will be done for the period of an imposi¬ 
tion, with the girl perhaps working as a maid in the mornings 
and writing out her punishment in the afternoons and evenings 
until it is complete. 

If a girl is deemed constitutionally incapable of managing her 
own affairs, she may be bonded indefinitely to a mistress. 
Usually such a girl will come to the attention of the court 
through some offence, but although bonding may be imposed as 
a punishment, it is within the power of the court to impose 
indefinite bonding without any offence being laid against the 
bondmaid, in the best interests of herself and of the Familia. 
Such compulsory bonding is rare, and may be appealed against 
annually, when a different magistra must review the case and 
interview all persons concerned. However, such appeals are 
even rarer, for a maid thus bonded is usually much better so and 
setdes down happily into her new life, after, perhaps, an initial 
period of especially strict discipline. 

These cases are the extreme ones in Aristasia. The usual 
workings of the law concern everyday offences against neatness, 
politeness and propriety—what are legally termed “decorum 
offences”—along with minor acts of pilfering or nuisance. For 
these a few hundred lines and/or a good strapping or caning is 
the usual chastisement. 

$ 


During the course of these researches the writer was privileged 
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to observe something of the work of the District Governess of 
Alusinhe in Western Trent near the Kadorian border, including 
a serious formal chastisement carried out by her at the direction 
of a court of law. 

The District Governess, Miss Goodmaid, is a lady of thirty- 
five or six. From her speech and hairstyle one may suspect that 
she comes originally from Quirinelle, whose border is only a 
matter of some thirty miles from Alusinhe. She is, of course, 
meticulously smart, but after the rather unglamorous fashion of 
the more parochial parts of the Quiridorian borderland. She 
tends toward knitted jumpers in neutral colours and plain just- 
below-the-knee skirts; stockings not exactly heavy-gauge, but 
not of the sheerest either and lace-up shoes of a middling heel. 
She wears a generous pillar-box red lipstick, but not much eye 
make-up. She is an attractive raven-brunette who aims at neat 
respectability rather than open allure, and whose charm is in 
some ways accentuated by its seeming in no degree calculated. 
On her rounds she rides a sturdy, well-maintained Rayleigh 
bicycle and wears a macintosh of a dark mid-grey with belt and 
epaulettes, close-fitting grey leather gloves and a small, official- 
looking pill-box hat. 

She was very charming and hospitable to me, having her maid 
(an orphan girl of fourteen under Familial care) bring tea and 
some plain, sweet biscuits as she talked to me of her duties. She 
seemed a litde surprised about my wishing to write about her 
work and (I have a notion) thought the idea rather a foolish one. 

Accompanying her on her morning calls, I was interested to 
mark how various were the calls upon her. In one house she set 
three hundred lines for untidiness but also spent half an hour 
drawing up with the blonde of the house a careful plan of 
domestic management which would help her to avoid further 
impositions. In another house she did nothing more than listen 
while a widowed brunette poured out her grief. In a third, 
where she had caned the maidservant the previous week, she 
paid what she termed a “follow-up call” and received effusive 
thanks from the householder for the improvement in the girl’s 
work and behaviour. Several of the people on her list had 
difficulties of one kind or another and were in need of advice or 
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comfort. These she gave unsparingly, in a manner that was busi¬ 
nesslike but gentle. People regarded her as a figure of both 
authority and dependable helpfulness. 

Unsurprisingly, she had fewer dealings with the houses of the 
higher orders of the Fiimilia, but where she did her touch was 
equally sure. She was respectful, less obviously authoritative, but 
always confident in her ultimate position as a representative of 
the Empress. The aristocratic young blonde who came near to 
fainting at the thought of her dashing brunette daughter receiv¬ 
ing a dozen of the strap for “riotous behaviour” was handled 
with tact and deferential firmness, the brunette herself being 
neady manoeuvred, by a joint appeal to her courage and her 
desire to spare her mother distress, into making light of the mat¬ 
ter and reassuring the nervous parent. 

The mother insisted on being present, and Miss Goodmaid 
decided to defer to her wish. I watched the brunette bear up 
wonderfully for her mother’s sake as the formidable District 
Strap cracked three times across her left hand, three times across 
her right and six times across her exposed knickers and bare 
thighs. Her hands were a livid pink and the area between the 
tops of her fine silk stockings and the lace edge of her cream 
satin knickers turned rapidly from pink to red to dark purple, 
but only toward the end did she fail to suppress a few faint 
whimpers. 

“They are game, these aristocrats,” said Miss Goodmaid as we 
left the house, “most people cannot take even one on the hand 
and keep a clear face like that.” 

I knew I could not have. You could just tell by the tiny 
twitch of the brunette’s finely modelled lips how much it was 
hurting her, but she smiled through the whole six. Her mother 
must have known, of course, but she was proud of her child. 

Miss Goodmaid does not have an office with secretaries and 
under-mistresses as the City Governesses do. She has a room in 
her house where she keeps her desk, typewriter and filing-cab¬ 
inets. There is also a rather curious ‘mount’, or chastening block, 
triang ular in cross section, bolted firmly to the floor. One side is 
more or less perpendicular, while the other slopes outward. 
Toward the bottom of the sloping side are fitted a pair of wide 
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leather wrist-cuffs with buckles. The apex of the triangle is 
rounded, and, I noticed, well worn. 

Last week a young blonde called Melimilia Camber had been 
sentenced to six strokes for shoplifting. By the time we arrived, 
Miss Camber was already present. She was a very pretty girl, all 
bows and flounces, dressed in a particularly fetching manner, I 
thought—whether to gain the sympathy of the brunette 
Governess, to impress her with her blonde frailty or just to give 
a respectable, well-tumed-out impression I cannot say. She was 
early for her appointment, and while she sat straight and very 
quiet on the plain, dark wooden visitors’ chair, she was clearly 
racked with nervous dread. 

Miss Goodmaid smiled affably. 

“Miss Camber, is it not?” 

“Yes, miss,” faltered the girl. She seemed hardly able to force 
the words from her throat. 

“Punctual, I see. That is excellent.” Miss Goodmaid’s ‘bed¬ 
side manner’ is splendid, but I do not envy her the task of try¬ 
ing to put her clients at their ease. It is more or less impossible. 
The doctor or dentist can reassure her patient that it will not 
hurt much. She can make every effort to make it as painless as 
possible. Miss Goodmaid’s treatment is intended to hurt. There is 
no anaesthetic. The whole point of the punishment is to be very 
painful. She is very good at making it so. She knows it. Miss 
Camber knew it. How could she be reassured? 

“Your punishment is not officially for ten minutes yet,” said 
Miss Goodmaid, “but I see no reason why we should not get it 
over with as you are here. Is that acceptable to you, Miss 
Camber?” 

“I think I had rather wait until time, if you don’t mind, 
miss,” said the girl in a voice so faint as to be almost inaudi¬ 
ble. 

“Now don’t be silly. The sooner we begin the sooner it will 
be finished.” Miss Goodmaid rang for her blonde nurse-cum- 
secretary, who entered in her immaculate nurse’s uniform. At a 
gesture from the Governess, she began to position the girl in her 
gentle but no-nonsense way, as she must have done a hundred 
times before. 



The District Governess 


29 


“Come and stand by this mount. That way. Good. Now bend 
right over. Don’t worry. It will support you.” 

With dazed movements the girl leaned her upper body down 
the steep side of the chastening block. As she neared the 
required position, the weight of her upper body was thrown 
precariously forward, compelling her to entrust her equilibrium 
entirely to the support of the mount. The nurse buckled her 
wrists firmly into the retaining straps. From now on she had no 
power to influence events in the slightest. Miss Goodmaid lift¬ 
ed her skirt and petticoat, tucking them well out of the way with 
methodical neatness. Her fluffy blonde hair fell across her eyes, 
and she tried to shake it aside, no longer able to use her hands 
for the simple task. Her long legs looked delightful in their 
sheening black stockings, her white knickers were filled perfect¬ 
ly by her round, vulnerable bottom. Her suspenders made gen¬ 
tle furrows in her swelling thighs. She looked so blonde and del¬ 
icate that it seemed almost impossible to conceive of whipping 
her, but Miss Goodmaid went about her business calmly, and 
with professional detachment. 

Although Miss Goodmaid kept a light cane for some of her 
own punishments, the official implement for serious chastise¬ 
ment in Alusinhe is a thing called a Quimper. This is a leather 
bound switch something over two feet in length, tapering from 
a thick handle to a tip the thickness of a thin pencil. It is 
extremely flexible, curving with an almost liquid motion as it is 
picked up. 

Miss Goodmaid, having examined once more the printed 
form from the court, filled in neat blue-black ink with the 
details of Miss Camber’s offence and sentence, took the 
Quimper from her desk and took the measure of its springy 
length in her expert grip. 

The Alusinhe District Quimper. Probably no four ounces of 
inanimate matter were so frequently referred to in the entire dis¬ 
trict. It is a household name, referred to jokingly, seriously or 
just unthi nkin gly, in such expressions as “Well, quimper me!” or 
“I’ll be quimpered if I shall!” One hears about the Quimper in 
one connexion or another almost every day of one’s life, but 
only rarely does one know some one actually to receive it. The 
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Quimper is on every one’s lips, but only one pair of hands may 
actually touch it. Melimilia Camber strained her head round to 
see Miss Goodmaid pick up the near-legendary implement. She 
watched the animate twitch of its thin tongue. Her face was 
ashen, showing her brightly made-up lips and eyes to striking 
advantage. 

“Now, Miss Camber, you have been stealing from shops, I 
believe.” 

“I am afraid so, miss.” 

“Are you truly sorry?” 

“Oh, truly sorry, miss.” 

“Do you think that you will ever do anything of the kind 
again?” 

“Oh, never.” 

“Remember, our shops are there to serve us. They are part of 
our Familia. We do not abuse those who serve us. Six strokes of 
the District Quimper. Try to submit yourself completely to the 
chastening.” 

Melimilia dropped her lemon-yellow head between her pin¬ 
ioned arms and awaited her punishment in an attitude of lifeless 
resignation. Only her calves, set into tension by her rather too- 
high heels showed any sign of life. 

Miss Goodmaid tested the Quimper on the air, and then sent 
it hissing across the seat of Miss Camber’s knickers. The girl 
shrieked and sprang at once from her lifeless pose. It seemed that 
she was trying to stand upright, but her wrists were fixed tight¬ 
ly in place, so instead her head and shoulders reared up as high 
as the restraint would allow. From limp resignation she had 
awakened into alarmed vitality. Her eyes were wide and round. 
Some girls look beautiful when they are angry. Miss Camber 
looked exceedingly beautiful in her intense distress. 

Miss Goodmaid allowed a moment for the girl to recover 
herself She believes that each stroke should be fully savoured, 
and then delivered another cut just below the level of the knick¬ 
ers. I watched the look of fierce determination on her face as she 
whipped the stroke in with all her strength—the only time her face 
was ever other than gently composed. The girl shrieked again, and 
I saw the livid red streak darken against her pale pink flesh. 
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“Oh, please miss,” she sobbed, “I can’t take any more.” 

“Your sentence was six strokes, decreed by Magistra 
Janechild. It is not in my power to lessen it, although I may add 
up to two strokes if I consider your conduct unsatisfactory.” 

This quieted her—or at any rate stopped her speaking. She 
accepted the rest of her chastisement noisily, but with no further 
appeals. Miss Goodmaid placed all the other strokes across her 
knickers, each in a slightly different position, each with the same 
determined vigour. In many districts Miss Camber would have 
been caned, and I judged the effect of the Quimper to be more 
or less equivalent to that of a severe caning. Miss Goodmaid later 
told me that she believed it to be a little more intense at the time 
and a litde less lasting afterwards. 

Having completed the sentence, Miss Goodmaid replaced the 
Quimper and conducted me from the room, while the nurse 
proceeded to examine Miss Camber and apply Lenelle’s 
Ointment while the girl remained strapped helplessly to the 
mount, sobbing convulsively. Although I did not witness this 
process, I could see that the nurse’s manner was kind and con¬ 
soling, and felt that this comfort-in-helplessness was a sort of 
rehabilitation, a reminder of the protective, reassuring nature of 
one’s childlike relation to the Familia, after having tasted one of 
its more severe manifestations. 

Miss Goodmaid and I sat down once more to tea, this time 
with toasted teacakes, rich with butter melting upon them. One 
felt that the Governess deserved her rest. Watching her pouring 
tea and talking over her teacake I felt that I was face to face with 
all that is homely and good in Aristasia. 

I remarked upon the severity with which she had executed 
the recent chastening. 

“That is how it is supposed to be carried out,” she said, with 
her gentle smile. “The Magistra ordered six of the Quimper. 
She has confidence that her sentence will be carried out justly, 
and I must be worthy of that confidence.” 

“But do you not sometimes feel inclined to—to temper the 
punishment with a frail, frightened girl like that?” 

“No, I do not. The Magistra is not a fool, nor does she lack 
compassion. Her sentence is passed in the knowledge of the 
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girl’s nature as well as her crime. A punishment like this does not 
last long. Tomorrow morning Miss Camber will be as bright as 
a button again. It is important to make sure that the chastening 
makes a real impression while it lasts, sufficient to deter her from 
ever repeating her offence.” 

Just then Miss Camber was conducted in by the nurse. 

“How are we feeling?” asked Miss Goodmaid. 

“Very sore, thank you,” replied the girl. 

“Good,” said the Governess. “I shouldn’t like to think I was 
losing my touch. Sit down and have some tea. Noreen, put an 
extra cushion on that chair for Miss Camber.” 

The girl sat gingerly down and accepted a hot teacake with a 
watery smile. In the course of a friendly conversation, Miss Good- 
maid extracted various details about the girl’s rather muddled life 
and gave her various pieces of good advice. By the time the maid 
cleared the tea cups, the girl was chattering and even laughing a 
little, and promised to return next week for further counsel. 

Miss Goodmaid’s “tomorrow morning”, which I had accepted 
rather doubtfully, now seemed, if anything, something of a liber¬ 
al estimate of the time her recovery would take. 

“I do not wish to seem inconsistent,” I said after she had 
gone, “but I almost wonder whether the punishment did make 
sufficient impression.” 

“Oh, she won’t steal from any more shops,” said the District 
Governess. “She will not want to go through that again, I can 
assure you. She is a bit too bouncy, though. I predict that in six 
weeks she will be squeaking beneath the District Strap. Now 
that she has come to my attention I shall make myself responsi¬ 
ble for turning her into a good, well-behaved subject.” 

“She seems to like you.” 

“Yes, I think we shall be friends, even though she will think 
me a dreadful tyrant at times.” 

“You seem to have a profound understanding of girls like 
Miss Camber. In fact you have a profound understanding of all 
the people you deal with.” 

“Thank you. I try. Discipline without understanding is of 
very little use. Understanding without discipline is of less. We 
must combine the two if we are to maintain harmony.” 
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I left Miss Goodmaid with a greater appreciation—and admi¬ 
ration—for the work of the District Governess. There are thou¬ 
sands of Governesses like her, in all parts of the Empire, all 
working tirelessly; giving of themselves to the fullest; combining 
severity, compassion and wisdom; embodying all that is decent 
and homely and good in our dear nation. Wherever the balance 
of harmony is disturbed, from the smallest matters to the great¬ 
est, they are there to correct it. 

Without them, where should we be? 
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(See Frontispiece) 


H er name was Charlotte. She had not been in the 
school long, but long enough, surely, to know that 
cheating was one thing Miss Burnwell would not tol¬ 
erate. Miss Burnwell came from a good family. She was a 
schoolmistress not from necessity but from a conviction that by 
instilling wisdom and sound principle into the rising generation 
she could improve the world. She was writing a book on edu¬ 
cational theory and was putting her theories into practice at the 
little school she had founded at Queenstown-on-Rill. 

Miss Burnwell was one of those ‘New Blondes’ one hears so 
much about in Vintesse and Hither Arcadia. One who believes 
that the practicality of the brunette must be united with the 
inner wisdom of the blonde to make the perfect Aristasian. She 
even secretly wished that blondes might be taught to play 
claquey, though few parents would hold with such excesses as 
that. Actually her type of blonde is really not so very new; what 
is new is the idea that a rather unusual sort of person—a person 
of exceptional qualities—can make a human norm. It is an old 
saying that when blondes are severe they are very severe. Miss 
Burnwell, for all her belief that she was treading new and undis¬ 
covered paths, was merely embodying this dusty old saw, which, 
like most dusty old saws, happens to be true. She was young, 
strictly honourable and formidably intelligent and her sympathy 
for the human failings of those less lofty of spirit than herself was 
severely limited. 

And so, Charlotte. Miss BurnwelTs way was simple and brief. 
No lengthy lectures, no court of enquiry. There and then she 
was led to the front of her class by Miss Fairland who had 
reported her. A chair was ceremonially draped with a heavy 
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chenille cloth. Charlotte was made to kneel upon the seat, lean¬ 
ing forward to rest her upper body on the back of the chair. Miss 
Fairland, a gentle soul from further Arcadia, one of those quiet 
lunar brunettes who will follow a Solar Blonde to the ends of 
the earth and back—a lady who herself never gave punishments 
beyond a few hundred lines, but was the devoted follower and 
slave of Miss Burnwell, put her arm about Charlotte’s shoulder, 
at once supporting her and holding her firmly in place. 

“Have courage, child,” she said softly. 

The girl’s skirts were pulled up, revealing her long cotton 
pantalettes. Miss Burnwell picked up her dreaded Rod, a springy 
whalebone switch, some twenty-four inches in length, covered 
in thin, finely-plaited black leather and tapering almost to a 
point at its far end. Not so very formidable in appearance, but 
in fact of a fearful penetrating force which gave one who had, 
for all her powerful ideas, but a blonde’s physical strength, the 
ability to give a whipping equal to that of any brunette. Oh, the 
bite of that switch when wielded by Miss Burnwell even in her 
lighter moments. 

This was not one of her lighter moments. She turned back her 
sleeve, her pretty nose tilted a little more upward than usual, her 
aristocratic mouth set in a smile of prim determination to instil 
a sense of honour into this young cheat through the medium of 
suffering. Like most blondes she was especially severe upon her 
own sex. She felt that blondes were higher, finer beings, in 
whom such faults as dishonesty were utterly out of place. 

Dear Amelia, Charlotte’s best friend, looks on in deepest con¬ 
sternation, her hands joined as in prayer. Dark, striking 
Mehitabel, Charlotte’s other close companion, watches with a 
countenance of scarcely-disguised fascination. Miss Burnwell 
draws back her rod and lays it across the seat of Charlotte’s pan¬ 
talettes with a hiss and crack that startles every one; but far more 
startling is the shrill scream that tears itself from Charlotte’s lips. 
She is prone, of course, to dramatise the events of her life, but 
this voice hardly sounds like her at all. 

Miss Fairland holds the child more tightly, partly in a spirit of 
comfort and reassurance, partly in restraint. Miss Burnwell’s 
smile becomes more prim, more complacent than ever. It is 
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true: she enjoys these demonstrations. They are rare enough, 
unfortunately, and all the more delicious when the culprit is a 
soft, vain creature like Charlotte. 

Five more strokes whistle through the air. Five more cries as 
piercing and heartfelt as the first. By the end it takes all Miss 
Fairland’s gentle strength to restrain the sobbing child, all her 
powers of maternal comfort and persuasion to lead her in some 
degree of calm back to her place and induce her to sit painfully 
on the hard wooden bench (later she may quietly give her a 
cushion, hoping Miss Burnwell does not come to know about 
it). 

Miss Burnwell turns down her sleeve, her eyes alight, her 
chin tip-tilted at the most attractively self-satisfied of angles, her 
large breast rising and falling a little more quickly than is nor¬ 
mally the case. 

Among the class her nervous admirers adore her more than 
ever, and as she gives a barely-perceptible nod of re-acceptance 
to the flushed and trembling well-whipped culprit, by no means 
the least adoring of her admirers is Charlotte. 
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Melasine found herself powerless, enclosed by those soft thighs... 

(page 50) 



The Butterfly Collector 

or Hazel Knows Best 

M ELASINE did not choose her maidservants for their 
efficiency or their intelligence. She did not choose 
them for their experience or even their honesty. She 
never troubled to glance at their references, for she had one sim¬ 
ple criterion for the selection of a maidservant. 

No, that is untrue. She had many criteria and they were com¬ 
plex. She chose them for the blue of their eyes and the gold of 
their hair, for the shape of their ankles and the ripeness or pert- 
ness of their bosoms. She chose them for the curve of their 
thighs and the way they adjusted their stockings. 

When she had chosen them, she dressed them like dolls in 
satin uniforms and lacy aprons, huge bows and layers of frothy 
underwear up which a mistress’s white hand might sometimes 
dart like a salmon flashing upwards into the foam of a waterfall. 
She liked, upon occasion, to give them heels so high they could 
scarcely totter about their duties and crimped and pleated little 
white caps that proclaimed their dependence and their servitude. 

She found her maidservants everywhere. On excursions to 
the cinema, she would suddenly notice an usherette and offer 
her three times her present wages to come home with her. She 
would return from a spending spree with lovely hats, gorgeous 
dresses and a beautiful young sales assistant. 

She was very much a child of the city and rarely ventured 
beyond the white castellations of her beloved Ladyton; but 
when she did, none could accuse her of being blind to the beau¬ 
ties of the countryside, for she returned with a dairymaid called 
Hazel, a glorious, full-breasted damsel with a complexion 
washed by the morning dew. 

Hazel was quite a big girl; a brunette, perfectly proportioned 
and delightful. Melasine usually preferred small blondes, being 
brunette herself, but like many Ladytonians she could be equal- 
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ly pleased by beauty in either sex. She had a special uniform 
made up for Hazel, with a plunging neckline and a huge bow at 
the back. She admired the girl’s bosom inordinately and found 
herself fascinated also by her thighs. She had her skirts cut as 
short as she dare, but she knew the somewhat puritanical coun¬ 
try girl would revolt at anything that offended too much against 
her modesty and would take the first train back to Maudswoode, 
or whatever the charming little place had been called. She knew 
that she could not indulge in the daring little familiarities that 
flattered and pleased the other girls. She knew that while she had 
paid for every frill of Hazel’s outrageously foamy underwear, it 
remained and would remain entirely private to Hazel. To Hazel 
there was nothing coquettish about it. She believed that “that is 
what they wear in the city”, otherwise she had never put it on. 
And, of course, the untouchability of Hazel lent her an added 
charm, until at times, when she saw her bending over to make 
the bed, revealing in the most austere manner the most luxuri¬ 
ous of charms, Melasine could feel almost obsessed by her— 
insofar as her butterfly spirit was capable of being obsessed by 
anything. 

Melasine was always lucky. Her acquisition of Hazel had been 
the merest whim, but if she had planned it as a strategy she could 
not have planned it better. Her household—although she nei¬ 
ther knew nor cared—was approaching a state of crisis. Her 
method of choosing servants, had it been confined to a lady’s 
maid and a decorative parlourmaid or two might have been 
unexceptionable; but a great household staffed by charming girls 
of no experience, no particular ability and often of doubtful 
moral qualities was a recipe for disaster. None of the girls was 
really bad, but they had no guidance whatever. The mistress 
thought most forms of laziness and naughtiness amusing, and 
provided the house remained superficially clean and charming 
and all her wants were attended to she cared little for what went 
on. 

What did go on was that the order and efficiency of the house 
became more and more an empty shell. Almost everything that 
Melasine did not actually see was falling into chaos. The 
kitchens were in an abominable state, although they continued 
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somehow to produce delightful dinners. Quails from High 
Vintesse, exquisite wines from Novacaire were ordered in out¬ 
landish quantities: for there was feasting below stairs on a scale 
unknown in the richest houses of Ladyton. For every crown that 
should have supplied the table of Melasine and her high-born 
guests, a half-crown allocated itself to the almost equally sump¬ 
tuous revels of the servants. 

Prudent Hazel, who all her life had been reared to the care¬ 
ful husbandry of cottage economy, saw everything and tried to 
explain it to her mistress. 

“Really, Hazel,” said Melasine, “this is all fuss over nothing. 
There is plenty of money and the girls are enjoying themselves.” 

“But it is only a matter of time, madam,” said the poor seri¬ 
ous country girl, “before everything collapses. You are comfort¬ 
able now, but the ice is getting thinner and thinner. Very soon 
you will see the cracks.” 

“You are a charming girl. Hazel, but somewhat outspoken. It 
is amusing for a time, but you must learn when you are ceasing 
to amuse. That is the secret of good conversation, especially in 
a subordinate.” 

Hazel was silenced, but soon Melasine began to notice the 
first of the cracks of which she had spoken. 

One morning—then two mornings in a week—her breakfast 
was late. Her breakfast was late. When a girl gets up some time 
between noon and two o’clock she hardly expects the servants, 
who are supposed to have been abroad since the crack of dawn, 
not to be sufficiently organised to produce some tea and an egg 
or two. 

Other annoyances followed. Her sable wrap simply could not 
be found when she wanted to go to the opera. Her silver-and- 
midnight-blue Art-Neo velvet ball dress, created for her by 
Lalique herself, was not available on the night of the Mayorette’s 
Assembly. The emerald-studded golden serpent that twisted in 
glittering coils from her wrist to her elbow was nowhere to be 
found when she asked for it and she was compelled to wear 
some less novel jewel to Carminta’s party. 

The reader, I hope, does not suspect actual dishonesty. She 
would be wrong if she did. Really pretty girls are so rarely dis- 
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honest that the question can be more or less discounted. To be 
austerely correct, one must confess that the scale on which they 
dined might be classed as dishonest by the punctilious—but that, 
of course, is not how they saw it, and the idea of actual theft 
would no more have occurred to them than it would to you. 

No, the problem was that no one was properly in charge of 
anything. It was nobody’s job in particular to know where this 
or that might be and to ensure that it was kept in good order 
and ready for use upon the whim of the mistress. The girls, as I 
have indicated, were all very pretty, so when the last favourite 
became yesterday’s toy, no longer the apple of her mistress’s eye, 
she tended not to languish, but to seek consoling kisses from her 
fellow cast-offs. The social calendar below stairs was almost as 
full as that above—in truth it was such a busy household that, 
but for the cook and a few of the duller girls, no one found 
much time for work. 

At last Melasine admitted the truth. 

“You are right,” she said to Hazel. “It is tiresome to admit it 
on such slender grounds as its vulgar literal truth;—but we must 
do something about these charming girls. You are very practi¬ 
cal, Hazel. Do you know what to do?” 

“Yes, madam. Spank them.” 

“Spank them?” 

“Certainly, madam. In the village we used to spank all the 
girls regularly. Blondes and brunettes alike. It did them the 
world of good, madam. It kept them on their toes all the time.” 

“Except when they were actually being spanked, I suppose. Is 
that how all well-run households work?” 

“So I believe, madam.” 

“Should I have to do it?” 

“Not unless it pleased you, madam. I have a certain experi¬ 
ence in these matters and would be happy to spank them for 
you. 

“How very useful you are, Hazel. Must it be done regularly?” 

“Quite regularly, madam, but you will not have to trouble 
yourself about that.” 

“No, I see. I make out the initial order and then you arrange 
the regular installments. Like a standing order at the bank.” 
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“Precisely, madam. Regularity, if I may make bold to say so, 
is what this house has lacked. Supply only that and all else is 
charm itself.” 

“How relief-making. I was beginning to fear something was 
seriously amiss.” 

“Nothing for which there is not a time-honoured remedy, 
madam.” 

“How wise our ancestors were. They thought of everything. 
I have seen a delightful little martinet in the Home Department 
at Harriets. It has an ivory handle and the most sumptuous red 
leather thongs. It is ridiculously dear, but I think the girls should 
have the best, don’t you?” 

‘Tfyou please, madam, I do not think a martinet will be quite 
the thing.” 

“As you say, Hazel. I have some wonderful hairbrushes from 
Novaria, or a delightful pair of tooled leather slippers with love¬ 
ly hard little soles. Quite light though. They won’t bruise.” 

“I think my hand will be adequate, madam.” 

“Your hand? Well, if you really think so. Every one I know 
of uses some sort of—well— instrument.” 

“If you are not satisfied, madam, we can try something else. 
But first may I crave your indulgence to try the method I know 
best?” 

“Of course, Hazel, of course. I am in your hands—well, they 
are. Would you care to touch the bell.” 

After a considerable delay one of the girls answered the bell. 
One never knew which it would be. She had something of the 
look of a girl interrupted in something fascinating, but her 
charm of manner was entirely delightful. 

“How may I serve you, madam?” 

“You may assemble all the girls in this room in five minutes.” 

“Except the cook,” said Hazel. 

“Yes, except the cook. Oh, and Ethaline—your name is 
Ethaline, isn’t it?—” 

“Sulannie, madam.” 

“Sulannie. Your lip-rouge is smeared.” 

It took nearer to twenty minutes for the girls to be assembled. 
They looked entirely lovely, ranging from lemon-pale blondes 
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to coppery redheads. Their black and white uniforms showed 
every variation of the dressmaker’s art. The address from the 
mistress was very simple:— 

“Dear girls, I have some news to communicate. Hazel here is 
going to spank you all. I am not sure exactly when. I leave that 
to her, but you will all be spanked in the very near future. When 
Hazel indicates that she wishes to spank you, you must cooper¬ 
ate with her in every way.” 

A ripple of nervous giggling swept over the delightful throng. 

“You are dismissed.” 

A dozen and a half graceful curtsies, a rustle of petticoats, a 
closing of the door and then a swell of crystal-voiced chatter fad¬ 
ing into the distance. 

“You won’t make them too serious, will you?” asked the mis¬ 
tress. 

“Do I appear like one who crushes butterflies?” asked Hazel. 

$ 


The policy of spanking, combined with common-sense organi¬ 
sation, worked a veritable miracle. Within a week everything 
was on time. Anything could be found. Bells were answered 
before their silvery ring had died away. The girls looked bright 
and happy; by no means crushed or depressed under the new 
regime—although it is true that the sight of tear-streaked mas¬ 
cara was a little more common in the corridors than heretofore 
and no longer denoted inevitably the vicissitudes of affairs of the 
heart. 

The truth was that Melasine’s butterfly-collecting had left the 
house far more than adequately staffed, and the girls, well organ¬ 
ised and disciplined, could easily carry out the work of the estab¬ 
lishment to perfection without its encroaching to an outlandish 
degree upon the real business of life. More than this, the con¬ 
stant possibility and occasional actuality of a good spanking from 
the ravishing but oh-so-serious young brunette who had 
become the real directress of the household lent a new dimen¬ 
sion to life, an added frisson, and that sense of confinement 
which always fascinates blondes, whether at any given moment 
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they are enjoying it or not. This latter sense gave even the duller 
aspects of the work of the house a certain tingle. Altogether, the 
establishment was not only better run, but brighter and more 
vivacious than before. 

Melasine was frankly fascinated. 

“And you manage all this just by spanking them?” 

“Yes, madam.” Hazel's talent for organisation was so natural 
to her that it scarcely seemed a part of the equation. 

“Do they like it?” 

“Oh yes, madam. Not at the actual time of being spanked, 
normally. But all the rest of the while it adds —zest to their lives. 
Most blondes require occasional spankings—as do many 
brunettes.” 

"And you only ever use your bare hand?” 

“It is all I require, madam.” 

“Does it really hurt?” 

“A spanking is such a personal thing, madam, that one can 
only understand it by experiencing it.” 

“I was spanked by my nurse quite regularly; but I imagine it 
would be very different being spanked by you.” 

“I fancy it might, madam.” 

“What would be the difference, do you think?” 

“Words can convey nothing in these matters, madam. It is a 
sensation wholly incommunicable except by-” 

“By what, Hazel?” 

“By spanking, madam.” 

This conversation sowed a seed in Melasine’s heart. Perhaps 
not so much a seed as a grain of sand which should niggle and 
irritate until it must grow into a pearl. Did Hazel realise that it 
would? Who can be sure with one such as Hazel? The thought 
of spa nkin g became quite dominant in Melasine’s mind, bound 
up always with the thought of Hazel—delightful Hazel, whose 
sheeny stockings and delightful thighs remained as exquisitely 
private as ever, whose self-contained completeness was made all 
the more absolute by her new authority and indispensability, 
whose wonderfully flouncy underwear, worn by command and 
with such ravishing unconsciousness, was seen by the mistress 
only in glimpses as illicit as those of the lowest scullery-maid. 
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One day she lay on top of her enormous bed in her silken 
underwear, like an Aphrodite upon a swelling sea of pink satin 
eiderdown. Hazel regarded her respectfully with an eye 
untemptable and mildly disapproving. So authoritative in man¬ 
ner and bearing, so delightful in her low-cut uniform dress, her 
wide-bowed apron, high heels and little cap. She was almost too 
much for human flesh to withstand. Melasine felt herself flushed 
and palpitating. 

“Do you think I should be better for a spanking, Hazel?” 

“Undoubtedly, madam.” 

“Really, Hazel? Why so?” 

“It is hardly my place to say, madam.” 

“I command you to say.” 

“Very good, madam. A lady does not disport herself in her 
underclothes.” 

“Even in front of her servants? Servants hardly count, do 
they, Hazel?” 

“No doubt my upbringing has been somewhat provincial, 
madam.” 

“But if you had the authority you would spank me like the 
spoiled child I am?” 

“Really, madam-” 

“Answer yes or no, and truthfully.” 

“Yes, madam.” 

“Very well. You shall spank me.” 

“No, madam.” 

“You refuse to obey me?” 

“No, madam, but I do not think you would like it.” 

“Is one supposed to hke it?” 

“No, madam.” 

“There you are then.” 

“Madam, a spanking is a serious matter. When it is begun it 
must not be stopped no matter how much the gir l being 
spanked might object. Otherwise it is not a spanking. A spank¬ 
ing is something noble and fine. It cannot be ordered at pleasure 
and turned off Hke a tap.” 

Melasine took the little silver clock from her bedside table. 

“It is now seven minutes to two,” she said. “From five to two 
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until ten past I give you complete authority over me as if you 
were my nurse. I shall set the alarm-bell for ten past two. When 
it rings I shall be your mistress again, but until then you will be 
mine.” 

'‘And if madam should resist me?” 

“It will not be madam.” 

“Very good, madam. If the child should resist me?” 

“You are to subdue her.” 

“Very good, madam.” 

Melasine set the alarm and the two girls waited in a curious, 
unworldly silence as the last thirty seconds ticked toward five to 
two. Then Hazel, in a tone very different from that which she 
normally addressed to her mistress, said: 

"Stand up. Miss Melasine.” 

Obediently, Melasine got up from the bed and stood in front 
of the maid, looking suddenly rather small and silly in her 
underclothes. Hazel seated herself comfortably on the corner of 
the mattress. 

“Over my knee.” Melasine obeyed. 

Holding her with one hand, Hazel brought her right hand 
firmly to bear on the seat of the peach-coloured silk cami- 
knickers. Melasine’s calculations had turned upon the fact that 
Hazel only ever gave hand-spankings; and, after all, the worst 
hand-spanking could not be very serious. She found, as the first 
blow stung home, that she had been quite wrong. Hazel was a 
strong, country-bred girl, her hands well-used to heavy labour. 
Her blows had the determined follow-through of a wood-axe 
and stung like fresh nettles from the verges of her native fields. 
After three or four, Melasine was shrieking: 

“Hazel, stop it. That is enough.” 

Without a word Hazel spanked on, stolidly and mercilessly. 

Melasine struggled free and made a rush for the door. 
Catching her by the arm, the powerful young maidservant flung 
her across the bed and walked to the door herself. She turned 
the key, removed it and dropped it into her bosom. 

Kneeling up on the bed, Melasine looked terrified. 

“Don’t be a fool, Hazel. I shall dismiss you.” 

“You have no such power, Miss Melasine. If my mistress 
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chooses to dismiss me in ten minutes time, that is her affair, not 
yours. She has commanded me to subdue you and spank you, 
which I shall do. You are only increasing your punishment by 
this rebellious behaviour.” 

Melasine clawed her hands, cat-like. “I’ll fight you.” 

Hazel laughed. “You can try, miss.” 

The struggle lasted some fifteen seconds, at the end of which, 
Melasine was face down on the bed with Hazel kneeling straddled 
over her upper body, literally sitting on her head. Melasine found 
herself powerless, enclosed by those soft thighs, breathing against 
the filmy silk of Hazel’s stockings, imprisoned among frothy sus¬ 
penders and knickers dripping with lace, almost overwhelmed 
with the scent of brunette femininity. She found herself in the 
secret heaven she had dreamed of these many weeks. The divine 
thighs gripped her firmly, as ever unconscious of their charms. 

“Now, Miss Melasine, you are going to suffer for your insub¬ 
ordinate ways.” 

That hard, pitiless hand slapped unbearably down the length 
of one cheek and then the other; again and again, tirelessly, mer¬ 
cilessly. Melasine tried to submit herself, renewed her fruitless 
struggles under the impulse of sheer physical distress, tired her¬ 
self and submitted again, perhaps a half-dozen times in the 
course of exactly seven minutes spent in the most extraordinary 
suspension between ecstasy and suffering. 

At last Melasine was released, slipping her head in mingled 
relief and rending regret from its place of soft imprisonment. 

“Put on something decent before the mistress returns,” com¬ 
manded Hazel. 

Meekly, Melasine slipped on a black silk kimono figured with 
a single great East-Amazonian dragon. The alarm clock struck its 
aetherial chord and Hazel rose smartly to her feet and curtsied low. 

“I have carried out your instructions, madam.” 

“So I perceive,” said Melasine, gently touching her tender 
behind. 

“Will there be anything further, madam?” 

“Yes, Hazel. Whenever you become aware that Miss 
Melasine requires discipline you will report the matter to me 
and we shall arrange it.” 
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“Very good, madam.” 

“She may resist you again.” 

“That will present no problem, madam.” 

Melasine thought of nothing else for the remainder of the 
day; dreamed of nothing else for the remainder of the week. She 
longed to renew her one-sidedly conscious intimacy with Hazel, 
yet feared it almost as much. The price was a high one and there 
was no chance of its ever becoming lower, and yet that added 
also to the fascination of the thing. She sighed. How exquisite it 
all was, and how terrible. When would it happen next? Better 
to leave it in Hazel’s hands. 

Hazel knew best. 
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“You are the one girl I did not expect to cane in this class. 
Which hand do you write with?” (page 58) 
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I T ALWAYS makes me shudder when I hear of girls getting 
substantial canings, especially on the hands. People seem to 
write and speak of these things in so blithe and nonchalant 
a manner that one feels they can have no idea what it is that they 
are speaking of, or else that they are animated by a spirit of 
bravado which some may admire, but this writer can only con¬ 
sider a shade coarse. 

I passed my childhood years in Annbrae in Vintesse, very close 
to the border with Arcadia, wherein, according to the legends 
current in the West, the cane and the strap would have been my 
constant instructresses from the age of eight until my majority, 
if not beyond. For me nothing could have been further from the 
truth, which is that I was never strapped, nor ever caned in the 
whole of my childhood but once. I was spanked occasionally by 
my mother or my nurse, and once or twice by the matron at 
school, and once by my darling schoolmistress, Miss Pym, whom 
I loved dearly. This punishment—with one exception, of which 
I shall tell you shortly—is the one that stays most imprinted on 
my memory. I remember in every detail how she so gently but 
so firmly placed me over the back of my chair, lifted my skirts 
and gave me fifteen or twenty sharp spanks with the leather slip¬ 
per she kept in her desk. But it was not the discomfort of the 
punishment that has burned it into my mind like a brand, but 
the shame and sadness I felt at having displeased my dear Miss 
Pym, who above all others I wished to please. I never gave her 
occasion to discipline me again. Nor did I give such occasion to 
others but most rarely and then usually by the purest accident. 

Please do not think that my village was what people term 
‘soft’. Girls were caned, of course, but only when they were 
very wickedly behaved, but for a gentle-natured child like 
myself it was quite possible to avoid the ministrations of the rod 
entirely. At least, it should have been. 

Most of the girls in my class at school were strapped from 
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time to time it is true, but not I. Being a brunette, I was not 
subject to the extremely high standards which are applied to 
blondes, who can scarcely escape, I am told, fairly regular 
whippings, which are held to refine and purify them to levels 
to which we darker beings cannot aspire. No doubt this is so, 
but it wrings my heart to think that these delicate and lovely 
creatures, whom I revere with my whole soul and feel to be 
the very pinnacle of creation, should suffer chastening which 
I, as a brunette, would fear most dreadfully. When I see how 
frail and tender they are and remember this also about them, 
my admiration for them waxes even greater than before. 
When I have a blonde for my own keeping — if I may hope 
to be so fortunate—I know I shall never chasten her. 

I am not a fool, please believe me, who pretends that this 
world or any can continue without discipline. I fully agree that 
people who steal things or shout loudly in the streets or go out 
without gloves or stockings, or otherwise look disgraceful 
should be strapped or caned, or whatever is proper to help them 
amend themselves. But dear blondes who harm no one and are 
always neat and charming; and gentle subjects everywhere, who 
live in kindly harmony; they should live without chastisement, 
as, in the main they do. So you see that what I am saying is not 
destructive. I speak not to tear down the law of harmony, but 
to bear it up. I only wish that blondes, who always are so love¬ 
ly and so good, might be spared the greater rigours of their 
bringing-up, even though I know most of them are happy as 
they are and have heard it colourably argued that they might be 
less happy otherwise. 

Perhaps I should proceed to tell you now why I have such a 
horror of the cane. As I have said, I grew up in Vintesse, very 
near to Arcadia, and nearly all my childhood I lived free from 
chastisement except very occasionally and in its milder forms. 
My dear Miss Pym looked after me all the days of my school 
life—for I attended a little village school which had but the one 
mistress and taught every age of child. 

At one time, however, Miss Pym was badly ill with the 
influenza, and a mistress came in to take her place. This mistress 
was called Miss Hindel, and she came from Jenilow in West 
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Arcadia, very near to us. From the first moment I saw her she 
terrified me. She was so tall. Her hair was piled high on her head 
and she wore a long black dress which reached to the ground. 
But worst of all she carried a cane wherever she went. Not a 
crook-handled cane, but a straight tapering cane that quivered at 
the end. She carried it under her arm, like one of the soldiers I 
had seen when I went to town; but while the soldier had looked 
very bright and jolly in her silver helmet and red coat and blue 
flared skirt with layers of petticoats. Miss Hindel always looked 
stern and forbidding. 

That cane was not just for show, either. Almost every day she 
would lay it across some girl’s shoulders for not concentrating on 
her writing, or make some one hold out her hand, or even have 
her over the desk with her skirt up for what she called “a good 
caning”, though what was good about it I could never imagine. 

She was with us for three weeks, and those three weeks were 
probably the worst period of my whole life. I lived in terror of 
Miss Hindel and her cane, I dreamt of her at night, and every 
day I passed without feeling it seemed like a miraculous escape 
from mortal danger. I walked to school in a haze of dark dread 
and came home upon sunlit clouds of blessed relief, only to 
begin worrying about the next day. 

It was a Wednesday when we heard that Miss Pym was near¬ 
ly better and would be back on Monday. To me it was the hap¬ 
piest news I could possibly have heard. I could think of nothing 
else. My lesson swam before me like something far away and 
under water. I do not know how long I remained in this state, 
but it must have been some time, for Miss Hindel called out: 

“Adelia! Come back to us, please!” 

At once my blissful dream was shattered and I was back in the 
place of dread. 

“Come here, Adelia,” she commanded, and opening the 
book we were supposed to have been studying she began to test 
me in front of the whole class. 

“In what year was Leiamarel born? When did she become 
Queen? Of what province? What was notable about her sister? 
What great change did she bring about? What important 
alliances did she form? Why was she called ‘the Princess in wait- 



58 The District Governess 

ing’? What famous building bears her name?” 

Not a single one could I answer. 

“I am both surprised and disappointed, Adelia,” said Miss 
Hindel. “You are the one girl I did not expect to cane in this 
class. Which hand do you write with?” 

“My right, miss.” 

“Hold out your left hand, please.” 

Sick with terror I held out my hand. The moment I had 
walked, eaten, breathed, and slept in dread of had come upon 
me suddenly and terribly, like a sort of dream. She raised the 
cane and swished it across my hand with terrible force. It was 
only one stroke, but it hurt more than even I could have imag¬ 
ined. For a moment the room seemed to go dark, I was sur¬ 
rounded by coloured lights. I hardly knew where I was—in a 
private world of pain and shock. Something spoke to me from 
out of the miasma, but I could make nothing of it. It spoke 
again, more loudly: 

“I said go back to your place Adelia, or are you waiting for 
another stroke?” 

“No, miss. Thank you, miss.” 

My hand throbbed and stung, I held it under my coat like a 
wounded creature. For the rest of the day I cried on and off. I 
tried to conceal it; to find little corners in the playground or 
bend low over my desk, but girls kept discovering me and say¬ 
ing, “Are you all right, Adelia?” or, “It was only one stroke, you 
know,” and later in the day: “You aren’t still fussing over a 
stroke of the cane, are you?” What business of it was theirs? Miss 
Hindel ignored me completely, even though she probably saw 
me crying in class. That is the one thing I feel grateful to her for, 
though I expect it was only her hard-heartedness. 

The funny thing is, on Friday a lot of the girls brought her lit¬ 
tle presents. Most of them seemed really to like her and be sorry 
to see her go. Even the ones she had caned severely and more 
than once. To me it seemed like the end of a nightmare. 

My sister always said that she thought it was nice of her only 
to give me one stroke when she never gave less than two for 
completely fading to learn a lesson. And when she saw this essay, 
she said: 
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“You aren’t still fussing over a stroke of the cane, are you?” 
And I suppose I am. 




A Child of the Wind 




Reluctantly the Princess drew back the cane...(page 70) 









A Child of the Wind 


I f you travel Eastward through Vintesse and into the great 
sub-continent known in the West as Amazonia and in the 
East under more than one name depending upon the lan¬ 
guage and customs of the locality, you will find the laws of life 
subdy changing. 

For example, if you are travelling by motor-car you will find 
that you have increasing difficulty with your conveyance as you 
proceed East. This is not merely because of the roughness of the 
roads or the absence of petrol garages, although both contribute 
to the problem. It is because the subtle atmosphere is becoming, 
as it were, less dense. The preponderance of material and mech¬ 
anics grows ever more precarious as the setting sun falls behind 
you and the rising sun draws more nigh. 

In those worlds, conjectured by some to exist, where time 
rather than place marks these great distinctions, it is held by the 
dwellers of the later times (equivalent to the Western World in 
Aristasia) that the laws of the world were always and everywhere 
the same, and that if earlier times had not so great a facility with 
mechanical technics, that is because their minds did not tend 
that way or even, in the case of the more arrogant latter-tem- 
poralists, because they were less intelligent or ‘advanced’ (there 
are certain worlds where this view is more aggressively held than 
others). They are unaware, because their ‘Eastern World’, as it 
were, exists purely in the past and is no longer accessible to 
them, that the very conditions of existence have subtly changed, 
creating a world far more amenable to technical manipulation 
and far less open to many higher forms of activity. 

Of course, no world is purely spatial or purely temporal. In 
our world, while the primary distinction is between East and 
West, it is certainly true that the technics and specific character 
of the West have developed only in the latter days, while in 
more temporal worlds it is always true that such developments 
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affect their Western parts sooner and more thoroughly; the 
opening of the furthest-Western extremities of those worlds 
happening only in the latter days, and the dwellers of those 
extremities carrying the late developments to their ultimate 
manifestations. 

But to return to our hypothetical motor-journey. As you pro¬ 
ceed East, the conveyance develops increasingly frequent 
difficulties, until in the end you find it more convenient to 
abandon it and hire whatever catrionette or covered-chariot you 
find available. You will perhaps, being something of a Western 
skeptic, put the matter down to your own bad luck, although 
the same fate has overtaken all who have attempted to penetrate 
the sub-continent by internal combustion, and no aeroplane 
pilotte ahve would be so mad as to fly East beyond a certain lon¬ 
gitude. 

Our present tale lies far beyond that longitude, in a place 
whereto few travellers from the West have ever reached. 

$ 


At the heart of the Forbidden City of Rayapurh, stands the 
palace of Bright-Moon : she whom benighted maids name the 
little-Empress of the South but who is in very truth Celestial 
Regent of all the world, whether it be or no that the outland 
barbarians have the soul-light to recognise her. And at the heart 
of this same palace there lies a hall wherein the Earthly Lucina 
herself may enter only by permission. 

And in the heart of that hall burns the hearth-fire of the cos¬ 
mos: the central flame round which the dance of all things takes 
its course. 

Twelve virgins guard that flame, feeding and tending it, 
throwing sweet-smelling herbs and precious resins with strange 
and lovely chants into its burning heart. Twelve virgins, taken 
each from her mother’s breast before her eyes have been open 
twelve days and nights upon the world. 

Most often the mother herself had been removed from the 
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A Child oi the Wind 


65 


world by the unsearchable will of the Angels, but always some 
sign was upon the child to show that she was one of the Precious 
Chosen. 

And one there was among these chosen whose name was 
Cuivahya, which, being interpreted, means either Quick-Spirit 
or Restless-Wind. Amid this angel-hearted covent, Cuivahya 
though of the youngest, being but two and twenty when our 
story begins, was among the holiest and most wise. Never did 
she tend the flame, or take her turn to ward it in the watches of 
the night, without making salutation not merely with her lips 
but in her heart. Never did she fail, as in these latter times the 
best are prone to do, even in this Celestial Realm itself, to see 
within the leaping luminescence the golden visage of the great 
lire-Angel herself. Never did she extinguish with the breath of 
her mouth one of the tall ritual candles of the fire-altar without 
feeling her own quick-breath return to the single Light that bore 
it, like a little echo of that great return that all must make in the 
fulness of time. 

When the other virgins sang the old songs of the South, as 
was their immemorial custom, over the meat and wine of Sun¬ 
day, often she did not join them, but gazed abstracted into the 
light of a candle or into some other flame, or murmured beneath 
her breath some sacred chant. 

O, she was passionate in her devotion, and seemed to 
reproach, though she said nothing, her spirit-sisters for having 
any thought but for the angels. And so it was that the weakest 
of the sisters, who shared her dressing-place with Cuivahya, was 
visited in a dream by the Queen of Darkness, who, in the likfe- 
ness of a frank and winning maid, said unto her: 

“How is it that this young fledgeling affronts you with her 
excessive piety, and by her manner casts scorn upon your ways 
and the ways of the sisters time out of mind?” 

“Aye, how is it?” asked the maiden in her dream, and when 
she woke, she asked again, “how is it?” 

And when at their ablutions and their dressing Cuivahya soft¬ 
ly intoned a sacred chant, this maiden sang an old song of the 
open road, the trees and the wind. When upon their undressing 
and lying down, Cuivahya’s gentle voice repeated the night- 
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time anthem they had just heard at the evening Office, this 
maiden sang the song to the silver-blonde of Lirivel, telling how 
lovely she was, and how she must give herself to love before the 
cruel years carried her bloom away. 

And the dark Queen, with her subtle voice which may find 
every ear, bade Cuivahya listen to the song and ponder why her 
sister might sing such worthless things and what they might 
mean. And the more she thought of them, the more she con¬ 
sidered the open road and the trees, the wild wind which was 
her namesake and the blondes she had never kissed. She thought 
of her own bloom so fresh and radiant. “Why should it be hid¬ 
den in this close seclusion, when all the world might admire it?” 
asked the Dark Queen, and Cuivahya wondered why. 

The next night when Cuivahya sat alone, guarding the flame 
in the third watch, she was overcome by these new feelings. 
Curtseying deeply to the flame she said: 

“O, lovely Angel, I must leave you now, for the world calls 
me to blow as a restless wind among its trees and byways.” And 
with tears in her eyes, she unlocked the door of the sanctum and 
made her way along the passages of the palace. She knew not 
where to go, for she had dwelled in the sanctum since she was 
a babe in arms, but the Dark Spirit guided her steps. And the 
guards, did they sleep at their watch? Or did they dare not to 
interfere with one of the sacred sisters? Or did the Queen of 
Darkness throw her cloak about the runagates that none might 
espy her? None can say. But as the dawn lightened the sky of 
night’s-end, Cuivahya was upon the open road. 

’ *She saw the lovely Southern daybreak upon the horizon. The 
sun she knew, but the horizon was a stranger to her, for her 
open air had been hitherto the enclosed courtyard of the 
Sanctum, and the birds she had seen those only that were tame 
enough to come among places of human habitation. 

She was a comely child, to be sure. A blonde milk-maid, car¬ 
rying her pails upon a yoke saluted her, and within a few min¬ 
utes walk together became so enamoured that she contrived to 
find Cuivahya clothing, that her white robes might be buried 
under a rock. 

The milk-maid was but a temporary passion, and there fol- 
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lowed her housemaids and serving-girls, and then the daughters 
of the better families and at last the great ladies of the many towns 
she passed through, like a restless wind upon the open road. Her 
amours were sincere and passionate, all of them, and they were 
pure; let not my reader think otherwise. Sweet kisses, bright lips, 
deep, resplendent eyes, white necks, round breasts, and rippling 
laughter. In all these things Cuivahya found unending fascina¬ 
tion, and yet she seemed always bound to fare onward, as if she 
were seeking something she could not name. 

One day, having strayed near to the northern boundaries of 
the civilised world, she came upon a small castle of stone, which 
was once built as a defence against the Northern Barbarians. 
Clearly it belonged to the local Magistra,— perhaps in a place 
such as this she might hold the rank of Princess, for there were 
countless tiny principalities, each with its own proud sovereign. 
Being both hungered and weary, she knocked upon the gate. 
She was received by the mistress of the place who ordered the 
most sumptuous fare to be put before her. 

“Welcome, most illustrious stranger. Words cannot express 
the honour you confer upon my ill-fashioned dwelling,” said 
the mistress. 

“My thanks to you, O mighty one, that you entertain at your 
magnificent table a travelling beggar such as this one.” 

“You are indeed indulgent to accept with equanimity such 
meagre entertainment as is in my negligible power to place 
before you.” 

Cuivahya was conducted to a magnificent bedroom where 
she lay down to rest, and in the evening, having been bathed 
and powdered and provided with silken raiment, she came to a 
dinner which seemed like a banquet, for this ruler governed a 
very small but rich principality. In the Western World she 
would have been a moderately wealthy landowner, perhaps a 
baronette. Here she was a sovereign Princess, and that was not a 
difference in name merely, but one which went to her very 
essence. 

Her lady was the loveliest blonde that Cuivahya had ever laid 
eyes upon in all her wide journeying, and she knew that after all 
her playful dallying with the Angel of Love, that divinity had 
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now turned about and struck her down in true earnest. Nothing 
like this had befallen her before. 

After dinner a great fire was lighted in the hall and the small 
company of the court gathered about it. Cuivahya had avoided 
hearth-fires up to this point. In the South, wherein had passed 
most of her wanderings, they were scarcely needed for most of 
the year. Now she sat face to face with a true hearth-fire. She 
avoided it with her eyes as one would avoid a friend whom one 
has wronged. 

“As one who humours the good intentions of a child, you 
have expressed your gratitude for our poor hospitality,” said her 
hostess. “Yet knowing that you can owe us nothing, I would 
nonetheless make bold to beg you, of your courtesy, to tender 
us a great kindness.” 

“You speak to one who has nothing in her power,” said 
Cuivahya. “But anything I had to give you would instantly be 
yours.” 

“You are as always gracious. You have that in your possession 
which I would gladly own, though in giving it to me, I am 
pleased to say that you will have no need to relinquish it your¬ 
self.” 

“What thing is that?” asked Cuivahya. 

“Wisdom,” replied the Princess. “It is clear from your speech 
and manner that you are well versed in philosophy and the 
sacred learning of the cultivated world. Indeed, if I read you not 
amiss, you are a holy-maid , though your modesty bids you 
conceal it. We are but barbarians, far from the great seats of wis¬ 
dom. Impart to us, I pray you, your sacred learning and your 
precious undying Truth.” 

Cuivahya started like a deer at the horn of the huntress. She, 
who had betrayed the Truth and in her heart betrayed her host¬ 
ess—how could she sit before that hearth, which was at once the 
shrine of her mistress-Angel and the heart of her hostess’s home 
and teach the truth she had banished from her mind this long time? 

* The term “holy-maid” is a somewhat inadequate translation of a word which might, 
with equal truth and equal falsehood, be rendered “philosopher”—holiness and wis¬ 
dom being closely intertwined concepts in the Aristasian tradition. 
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She stood up and rushed from the room, fleeing blindly to her 
bedchamber and flinging herself upon the bed. 

Within minutes came a knocking at the door and then, 
receiving no answer, the fair-mistress of the house entered, 
resplendent in her green silk dining-dress, her lovely blonde hair 
falling about her face like spun sunlight. 

“O, noble stranger,” she said gently, standing just within the 
door, “my lady bids me ask what ails you and what we may do 
for your comfort.” 

Cuivahya lay as one stricken, and the lady came close to her, 
placing her unbearably lovely face within inches of her own. 
Unable to restrain herself, Cuivahya put her arms about the 
lady’s neck and drew her close, uniting her lips with those per¬ 
fect rose-petals. To her surprise the lady did not resist or pull 
away, but melted completely into the warmth and passion of the 
kiss. 

After the rapture, the lady drew back in great alarm. “O, 
stranger, I love you most truly. But I love my Princess also. Go 
hence from here, I pray you, for our love must never be.” 

“We shall see,” thought Cuivahya. 

$ 


Next morning the Princess was delighted to see her guest abroad 
again, and seemingly no worse for last night’s indisposition. 

Following many kind enquiries after Cuivahya’s health, she 
said: “If you will forgive the ill-bred importunity of a poor bar¬ 
barian, may I reiterate my request that you will enlighten our 
benighted state with the precious rays of your wisdom?” 

“If I am to be your teacher,” said Cuivahya, “will you do all 
that I say?” 

“All, most assuredly” said the Princess. 

“Have you a cell wherein you are wont to discipline such 
miscreants as even your well-regulated and peaceful realm must 
occasionally produce.” 

“Indeed, I have such a place,” said the Princess. 

“Then may I beg that you will conduct me to it.” 

The princess led her to a small room, wherein stood a low 
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bench draped with a purple cloth. They stepped inside and 
Cuivahya bade her hostess close and lock the great oak door. 

“Have you some whip or rod with which it is your custom 
to chastise your wayward subjects?” 

“Certainly some such implement is necessary in the gover¬ 
nance of States both great and small,” replied the Princess. “For 
our part we favour a slender rattan cane, as our royal mother did 
before us.” 

“May I see that slender rattan cane of which you speak?” 

“By all means.” 

The Princess produced the simple implement and gave it to 
Cuivahya, who felt its suppleness and saw that it was indeed a 
very fine cane of its type. 

“Honoured Princess, this slender rattan cane will serve my 
purpose most admirably. Will you be so good as to remove the 
robe that you are wearing.” 

Obediently the Princess removed her robe and folded it, 
standing in the light, short-sleeved shift she wore beneath it. 
“Does the teacher of wisdom propose to whip her pupil?” she 
asked. 

“By no means,” said Cuivahya, “but I fancy the long-sleeved 
robe might encumber you in the performance of your duty.” 
Wherewith Cuivahya let fall her own loose robe and stood 
revealed in nothing but the silken stockings which were the sole 
garments she had kept with her from the Sanctum. The Princess 
looked at her in confusion, partly from surprise and partly 
because she was, as we have said, an exceptionally comely child. 

But at once Cuivahya flung herself upon the low bench, her 
brow upon her forearm, and her legs straddled one each side of 
the bench, as if to lay herself open to the fullest degree for her 
punishment. 

“Pray favour me with a demonstration of how you chasten 
your errant subjects,” she said. 

“That I cannot do,” said the Princess. 

“You have said that you will do all that I say, and I must hold 
you to your word.” 

Reluctantly the Princess drew back the cane and brought it 
firmly against her guest’s spread hinder-parts. She was experi- 
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enced in these matters and it took Cuivahya a few moments to 
recover herself sufficiently to speak. 

"Is that, O, Princess, the severest cut of which your royal 
hand is capable?” 

"It is not, mistress.” 

"Then kindly tax our me with a sample of your most severe 
chastisement." 

The Princess, with an unwilling heart, lashed the cane merci¬ 
lessly across her exposed teacher. 

Cuivahya bit her forearm to keep from crying out, and it was 
a full minute before she could say: “Excellent, my pupil. Be so 
good as to administer a further stroke.” 

The first red weal was already turning to the purple of the 
cloth beneath her as the third swished violently into place. 
Cuivahya’s white shoulders heaved repeatedly as she struggled to 
master her breath. The Princess watched in fascination the 
flexion of her spine and the swell of her breast as it pressed itself 
against the bench. 

Finally Cuivahya managed to speak in a calm, authoritative 
tone: “I choose to spare my idle tongue the trouble of giving 
continual instructions. Therefore I simply bid you to administer 
a further nine strokes each as hard as that last.” 

“Most honoured one, such a punishment is greater than we 
should give to a stealer of chickens.” 

“Then I am indeed served with lenity,” said Cuivahya. 
“Make haste, I pray, before my courage fails me.” 

During the ordeal that followed, Cuivahya could not forbear 
from a certain writhing on the bench, nor hold back small cries 
from her rebellious lips, but she bore her whipping, as the 
Princess said, better than any felon she had served. 

“While I teach you, you will whip me each fortnight,” she 
directed, “or if you have some servant who performs such tasks 
you may place me in her hands.” 

That evening Cuivahya sat by the fire and began to expound 
the Truth. When she looked into the flame she thought she 
could see once again the Angel smiling at her, and when she 
looked upon the blonde magnificence of the Princess’s high lady 
she saw the Angel once again. 
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And it was a long time that Cuivahya taught at the little court, 
receiving love and honour, and learning to serve her Angel not 
only in the flame, but in the true friendship of the noble Princess 
and in the chaste, unsullied love of the spotless lady. 

The holy-maid, the true Princess and the perfect lady. In all 
three does Deity manifest Herself on earth, and in all may we 
worship Her if our hearts are pure. 



The Holiday Detention 




Miss Penquilplied the small classroom birch...(page 82) 






The Holiday Detention 


T he minutes ticked slowly by as Katie sat at her desk in 
the empty classroom, working out her imposition. 

Ten pages of solid copying from Thorina’s Book of 
Moral Instruction. 

Punitive exercises from Junior Comprehension Book III. The 
exercises themselves were not so dreadful. It was the way one 
had to write them. Carefully, in one’s best hand: 


Junior Comprehension Book III, Chapter seven, page forty-two, 
exercise one, question one. 

Hotr many children were standing by the duck pond looking into the 
water? 

Tlxe answer to question one of exercise one on page forty-two in the 
seventh chapter ofJunior Comprehension Book III is as follows: 

There were four children standing by the duck pond looking into the 
water. 


Junior Comprehension Book III, Chapter seven, page forty-two, 
exercise one, question two. 

What did the children standing by the duck pond feed to the ducks? 

The answer to question two of exercise one on page forty-two in the 
seventh chapter ofJunior Comprehension Book III is as follows: 

The children standing by the duck pond fed pieces of dry bread to the 
ducks. 

And so on. And so on. There were fifteen questions in the 
exercise and five exercises to the chapter and Katie had six chap¬ 
ters to do. 

And then there were the lines. She had not even started them 
yet. 


“J must endeavour at all times to maintain the high standards of corn- 
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tesy and decorum proper to a young lady in my station of life. ” 

A thousand of those. “A nice round thousand,” as Miss 
Penquil had blithely termed them as she cheerfully added them 
to the already crushing weight of the imposition. “Not so very 
many, provided you write them out in your most careful hand. 
Otherwise, of course, you may find yourself repeating them 
once or twice, which might become dull eventually.” 

The minutes ticked slowly by on the clock high up on the wall, 
turning with unspeakable leisureliness into half-hours and hours. 
The gentle sunlight, slanting through the high barred window, 
moved even more imperceptibly than the hands of the clock, but 
as with them its angle was very different from what it had been 
when she had first seated herself on the hard school bench early 
this morning and begun her silent, interminable labours. 

She put her pen down and looked up at the window. The sky 
was blue and she could see a fleecy cloud drifting lazily by. She 
could hear the song of a nearby blackbird. How she wished she 
was free like them. 

She should have been free. School was over. The summer 
holidays had begun. Only Katie remained behind to work out 
her punishment. She would stay until her impositions had been 
completed to Miss Penquil’s satisfaction. How long would that 
be? Two or three days? A week? There was so much work, and 
so much depended on how severely Miss Penquil marked it. If 
she started rejecting work or setting extra, who could tell how 
long the dreary business might drag on? 

Katie stretched and gazed at the map on the wall: the one spot 
of colour in the rather stark room. She stretched her spine 
against the back-rest of her bench and let her mind drift. No 
harm in taking a little rest now and then. The end seemed so 
inconceivably far off that she could hardly think of herself as rac¬ 
ing toward it. 

She stood up to stretch her legs and walked quietly over to 
the map. It had been there all through term, of course, and she 
had never troubled to look at it, but now it seemed some sm all 
distraction; some little relief from the grinding boredom. 

She was reading the names of rivers and considering the curi- 
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ous fact that the great Trentish river Thame actually had its 
source in Amazonia when she heard brisk footsteps in the cor¬ 
ridor outside and the door handle turned. Now, of all moments! 
She hurried back to her place and picked up her pen. 

Miss Penquil entered the room, and Katie sprang to her feet, 
her seat having hardly touched the chair. She stood to attention 
facing the front of the class as Miss Penquil entered from the rear. 

Miss Penquil was not alone. With her was some one Katie 
had never seen before. A small, frail, quite pretty-looking 
woman; not young, but somehow young in spirit in a demure 
and serious sort of way. She wore a hair-band which gave her 
an almost childlike air. 

“This is Katie Veras,” said Miss Penquil, quite as if Katie had 
been an inanimate object. It reminded her of the way the lovely 
brunette doctor had talked about her to some student-doctors 
when she had been in hospital two years ago. “She has been 
extremely badly behaved and is staying behind to complete a few 
small punishment tasks I have had the pleasure of setting her.” 

“Quite a cunning child,” said the visitor. 

“Oh, yes, most attractive. But beauty is only skin-deep, you 
know.” 

“Is she a bad child?” 

Miss Penquil laughed kindly. She was kind. Even when she 
set all these dreadful impositions she had done it in quite a 
friendly way, as if she was doing you a service—which she prob¬ 
ably thought she was. And she probably was, really. “No, not 
bad. Rather out of hand sometimes. Full of life, but lacking in 
quietness and submission. She would be a prefect brunette, but 
being a blonde she must learn meekness, gentleness, blondeness .” 

“She is quite a dark blonde.” 

“Yes. She must find the correct balance.” 

“Shall you be-” 

“Yes, Letta?” 

“Shall you be —whipping her?” 

“It is possible that a whipping or two will form a part of her 
treatment, but I feel more interested at present in subjecting her 
to the utmost tedium. That is the form of suffering I deem appo¬ 
site for her at present.” 
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Did Letta seem just a shade disappointed at this reply? She 
appeared rather fascinated with the thought of Katie’s being 
whipped. And now, of course, Katie knew who she was: Letta 
Penquil, Miss Penquil’s younger sister. The schoolmistress had 
spoken of her occasionally. What a curious contrast she made to 
her sister. Miss Penquil was vigorous, practical and attractive in 
a rather forceful way. She was always prosaic and down-to- 
earth. Letta, on the other hand, seemed vague, dreamy, and 
unsure of herself. Katie thought she rather liked her. 

“Katie,” said Miss Penquil suddenly. Katie was startled at 
being addressed directly when the conversation had so far pro¬ 
ceeded as if she had not been there. She had enjoyed the sensa¬ 
tion somewhat. It was rather like being a privileged eavesdrop¬ 
per on the distinguished sisters’ private conversation. Now she 
was a girl in punishment class again, having to answer to the 
mistress. 

“Yes, miss,” replied Katie. 

“If I am not mistaken, Katie, you were not at your desk when 
I approached the room. I rather fancy I heard you clattering 
back to your place in the instant before I opened the door. Am 
I correct?” 

“Yes, miss.” Oh, the beast! She had heard and she had let 
Katie believe herself safe. That was just like Miss Penquil. 

“And what, pray, were you doing out of your seat?” 

“I was just looking at the map, miss.” 

“And what interested you about the map, Katie?” 

“The rivers, miss.” 

“The rivers. Well, this is an unwonted access of interest in the 
subject of geography, is it not, Katie?” 

“Yes, miss.” 

“You have not hitherto shown very much interest in geogra¬ 
phy, have you, Katie?” 

“No, miss.” 

“So why were you so very interested in the subject today? So 
interested that you saw fit to disobey the strict rules of your 
detention in order to pursue your interest? Why was that, 
Katie?” 

“I don’t know, miss.” 
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“‘I don’t know, miss’. It you were a schoolmistress, Letta, you 
would be tired of that phrase, T don’t know, miss’. Whenever 
one asks a girl why she has done something she should not have 
done, she replies in that feeble voice, T don’t know, miss.’ And 
it is nonsense, isn’t it, Katie?” 

Silent pause. 

"I said, isn't it, Katie?" 

“Yes, miss.” 

“‘Yes, miss’. They always know why they have done it. 
Don’t they, Katie?” 

“Yes, miss," said Katie uncertainly. 

“So tell me Katie, why did you take this sudden and unprece¬ 
dented interest in your geography?” 

“I was tired, miss.” 

“Tired, Katie? You mean you were tired of the work I have 
set you. That is the truth, is it not, Katie?” 

“Yes, miss.” 

“You were tired of the work I set you and preferred to study 
the map. Is that not so?” 

“Yes, miss.” 

“Well, Katie, you will be pleased to learn that I am going to 
indulge your wish. You may put aside the work I have set you 
and you may study the map. You say it is rivers that interest you?” 

“Yes, miss.” 

“Very well. You will make a list of all the rivers that appear 
on the map, and you will copy the name of each river fifty 
times. Only when you have completed that task will you return 
to the work I have set you. Or rather—” Miss Penquil picked 
up the sheaf of carefully-written work from the desk in front of 
Katie, and, glancing at it with an ironic little smile, tore it in 
half—“you will start it again from the beginning.” 

Katie knew better than to let cross her face the smallest sign 
of protest against Miss Penquil’s decree. The fifty repetitions of 
each river could become a hundred or two hundred without the 
smallest trouble to Miss Penquil. Oh, if only the mistress had 
caned her instead. 

Once again Katie was forgotten as Miss Penquil addressed her 
remarks to her sister. 
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“To advert back to the question of whipping which you 
raised earlier, Letta—had I elected to whip this child for her in¬ 
fraction, she would be much happier now than she is. Tedium, 
dear Letta. Protracted, unrelieved tedium. That is the best med¬ 
icine for dear Katie. Isn’t it, Katie?” 

“Yes, miss.” 

“Well, you may get on with your work now. We don’t want 
you to spend the entire summer holiday in this room, do we?” 

“No, miss.” 

“Well, you don’t, at all events.” 

Wherewith Miss Penquil and her sister left the room and 
Katie walked over to the map. A map which was no longer out 
of bounds and had suddenly lost all its savour. 

$ 


The only bearable parts of staying at school for Holiday De¬ 
tention were the evenings. They were short evenings. The chil¬ 
dren’s six-o’-clock tea was no longer being served and Katie had 
to sit on at her soulless labours until eight o’ clock when Miss 
Penquil took her dinner—almost a full twelve-hour day of Miss 
Penquil’s “unrelieved tedium”—and having been finally 
released at eight she must be in bed by half-past nine. 

However, dinner with Miss Penquil was really quite a jolly 
meal. The schoolmistress had no notion of prolonging the puni¬ 
tive atmosphere into the little time when her pupil was outside 
the detention room, but talked interestingly about all sorts of 
things, helped her to the choicest portions and generally treated 
her like a favourite niece. After all, it was her holiday while she 
was not actually being punished. Katie wondered what dinner 
would be like this evening, with Letta here. She had become 
quite accustomed to her tetes a tete with Miss Penquil and felt 
almost a little jealous. 

At the time of the interview just related dinner seemed an 
almost impossibly long way off; but it did come. Katie need not 
have worried about Letta’s breaking the magic spell. She increased 
it. The kind, homely atmosphere was greatly intensified with 
Miss Penquil’s favourite sister present. Miss Letta (as Katie, of 
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course, called her) was amusing in a quiet sort of way, gently 
imaginative and altogether lovable. Her conversation, though 
quiet and precise, was full of romantic extravagance and the 
desire to live life to the full. They talked happily about the most 
remarkable range of subjects. Katie felt once again the sense of 
privilege at being present amid the intimacy of these two sisters. 
Their conversation—especially Miss Letta’s—was by no means 
schoolmistressy or tame, but full of passion and rarefied sweetness 
tinged with a surprisingly Bohemian daring. Suddenly Miss Letta, 
without any warning, broached the forbidden subject. 

“You know, dear, I do think the extra work you set Katie this 
afternoon was a little hard.” 

Miss Penquil’s brow darkened. It was not at all the thing to 
discuss a child’s punishment in front of her, although Miss 
Penquil could reasonably be argued to have set the precedent for 
it this afternoon. But there was more to it than that. She delib¬ 
erately refrained from referring to the Holiday Detention out¬ 
side the detention room. Katie was not treated as a girl under 
punishment while she was not actually working out her impo¬ 
sitions. By the same rule, appeals for clemency at the dinner 
table were unfair and out of place. 

“I think I must be the judge of that, Letta dear,” said Miss 
Penquil firmly. 

“No, but Meleira, I really think we must not crush this 
charming child utterly. We must whip her for today’s disobedi¬ 
ence and let it be forgotten.” 

“ We, Letta?” 

“Yes, if you do not mind. I have never whipped a child and 
I should dearly love to try. I have no children of my own, you 
know, and meeting this cunning child I feel suddenly intrigued 
by the idea. Surely administering a whipping is one of the 
Experiences of Life. Surely one should not die without ever 
having done it.” 

This was outrageous. No one but Letta would put her desire 
so fra nkly , and in front of the child herself, too. What could one 
do with her? 

Despite herself, Miss Penquil laughed. She never had been 
able to refuse anything to her baby sister. 
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“Really, Letta. It is you who should be whipped.” 

“Well, you can whip me if you wish. But may we whip Katie?” 

Meleira sighed that sigh of indulgent disapproval which Letta 
knew from childhood. It was invariably the sign that she was 
about to get her own way. 

“Well, Katie, what do you say? Suppose I were to let you off 
the remainder of the rivers and accept your Comprehension 
exercises—as I tore them I suppose I had better say you have 
completed the Comprehension”—Katie’s face lit up—“and 
both myself and Miss Letta will whip you soundly. Is that 
acceptable?” 

“Yes,” said Katie, “oh, yes please.” Immediately she hoped 
she had not jeopardised the project by her too-obvious eager¬ 
ness. Never before had she been consulted on her own punish¬ 
ment. But to dissolve half the dreadful task hanging over her she 
would have accepted most things—and this seemed a particular¬ 
ly gentle proposition. Miss Penquil was not terribly formidable 
in her role as corporal chastiser, preferring to set her subtler and 
usually more effective written impositions. She had taught her¬ 
self to cane rather effectively, but ‘whip’ does not usually mean 
‘cane’. And as for Miss Letta—a whipping from her would be 
the easiest punishment ever. She had never done it before, and 
she was anything but the forceful sort. 

“Of course you will still have a thousand lines to write” 
(more like two thousand when they are so long, Katie could not 
help mentally interpolating), “and a nice long piece of copying. 

I hope you do not consider that too much for your cunning 
child, Letta?” 

“Oh, no. I am sure that will do her worlds of good.” 

“I am glad you think so, because I am going to ask you to 
share her imposition.” 

“Meleira, what do you mean?” 

“I mean sit down beside her and do the same imposition. 
Very neatly of course, or you will find yourself repeating it, pos¬ 
sibly several times.” 

“But, Meleira-” 

“You do not have to, of course. But if you wish to whip 
Katie, that is my price.” 
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“Really. It is a most irregular suggestion.” 

“So was yours.” 

"It seems outlandish.” 

“Have you ever done a really long imposition, Letta?” 

“I had some ordinary ones at school, of course, but nothing 
like this.” 

“Well is not this one of the Experiences of Life? Surely you 
should not die without ever having done it.” 

There was a long pause. Katie tried not to show her nervous¬ 
ness. Hour upon hour of tedium hung in the balance, wiped out 
by two dolly-whippings (as the girls called an ineffective physi¬ 
cal punishment) if only Miss Letta would say yes. But it seemed 
hardly possible. Why should a grown up subject herself to all 
that dreadful imposition-work when she was free not to. How 
could a grown up agree to sit next to a girl in a school room, 
suffering the very darkest miseries of school life. Sly Miss 
Penquil had said yes in a way that could only turn into a no. Just 
as she had this morning, she had let Katie—and Miss Letta— 
believe she had got away with something, only to dash her 
hopes. 

“You are right, of course,” said Letta finally. “I really should 
experience a crushing imposition. Since you are so fond of set¬ 
ting them, they must certainly contain some fine sensibility. It 
will be especially fascinating suffering beside this cunning child 
at the hands of my own dear sister. We shall whip her tomor¬ 
row.” 

As she gave Miss Letta her good-night kiss on the cheek, 
Katie whispered: “Thank you. Miss Letta.” 

$ 


So it was that in the detention room the next morning, Katie lay 
over Miss Penquil’s knee like a child. It was a rather odd way to 
chastise a child of her years, but Miss Penquil had always done 
it thus. She raised Katie’s skirts so that her pale thighs showed 
above the tops of her black woollen stockings. Letta watched the 
spectacle appreciatively. She enjoyed seeing the girl’s fresh, 
intelligent face as she adapted to her rather humiliating position. 
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She liked the sight of her black-stockinged calves and ankles, the 
soft thighs and the round globes of her young bottom, revealed, 
now that her pantalettes had been taken down, in no more cov¬ 
ering than her thin white cotton under-knickers. 

Miss Penquil plied the small classroom birch across the girl’s 
upper legs with a sharp, flicking motion. At first the girl seemed 
but little distressed; however as the chastisement proceeded and 
her white thighs became peppered with patches of livid pink, 
she began to gasp and involuntarily raise her legs. Miss Penquil 
worked diligently until the girl was in some discomfort, but still 
it was not what Katie thought of as a really good whipping. 

Miss Letta stood holding in her hands a short martinet of 
twelve thin leather tails which she had found in the stock cup¬ 
board. 

“I do not think you will find that very effective,” Miss Penquil 
had said. “It never works well for me.” But Letta had insisted on 
trying it. She was never one to take advice. 

Slightly flushed by her exertions, Miss Penquil stopped. 

“There, that is my whipping. You had better sit here and take 
her on your lap.” 

“No,” said Miss Letta. “You keep her there. Put down the 
birch-rod and hold her legs. I do not want her kicking.” 

This was Letta’s treat, so Miss Penquil obeyed, holding Katie 
firmly behind the knees. Letta felt the weight of her whip, 
swished it in the air a few times and then brought it down across 
the backs of Katie’s thighs. A small cry of shock escaped from 
the cunning child, and Letta watched in gratification as a group 
of dark lines appeared where the martinet had struck, far more 
pronounced than the results of all her sister’s efforts. She struck 
again, across the seat of the thin knickers, drawing another cry, 
even though Katie, prepared now, had resolved to be silent. 

Letta’s mild, unassuming eyes glittered behind her gold pince- 
nez. Probably she would only give one whipping in her entire 
life, but it should be an excellent one. 

“Thirty strokes,” she declared in her quiet, careful voice. 
“Twenty-eight to go.” 

Katie’s heart sank as it had sunk when Miss Penquil had 
announced yesterday’s punishment. 
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Letta laid on, slowly and methodically, enjoying the bite and 
drag of the martinet, its satisfying, crisp, rain-like blows; letting 
the slender threads of leather now bite the lower thighs, a little 
above the knee, now warm the knickers, now lick painfully 
between the legs or into the crease between the upper thigh and 
the bottom. Each time she sought out a fresh area of creamy 
white to brighten with the claw-like trace of the martinet. Just 
occasionally she sought out a place already livid and noted the 
girl’s increased reaction. By the end it was all Miss Penquil could 
do to hold the child still on her lap. 

To Katie the whipping seemed to go on for ever, but for 
Letta it was over all too soon. As she neared thirty she paced 
herself even slower, savouring each stroke and making the last 
six so hard that she all but exhausted her strength. She wished so 
much that she had said “fifty” instead of “thirty” when all things 
had been in her power but now her power was over and she 
must begin the long, hard payment. 

“Oh well, fifty might really have been too much for the 
child,” she thought as she watched Miss Penquil help her to her 
feet flushed and sobbing. 

“Very good,” said the schoolmistress to her sister, clearly 
impressed. “Are you sure you have never done that before?” 

“Never before,” replied Letta, “and never again I rather fear.” 

Katie wondered whether Miss Penquil would really make her 
sister do that awful imposition. It seemed beyond belief that a 
grown-up should really have to. Perhaps Miss Letta would 
refuse and treat the matter as a joke which should not be taken 
too far. But no, the detention closed in upon both of them. Miss 
Letta sat down next to Katie with her pile of fresh, ruled paper, 
listened meekly to her sister’s severe instructions and dire warn¬ 
ings of the consequences of the smallest untidiness, and began 
the long, slow task of writing her thousand lines. 

Somehow it did not seem quite so bad to be in detention with 
this warm, intelligent, extraordinary grown-up, even though 
they sat together in silence doing the most tedious work imag¬ 
inable. 

At one point Katie whispered: “That was a splendid whip¬ 
ping, Miss Letta!” 



86 


The District Governess 


And Letta whispered: “I almost wish I had given you fifty.” 

“Fifty!” hissed Katie, horrified and impressed;—and ten min¬ 
utes later, after mature consideration: “It would still have been 
worth it.” 

At the end of the morning Miss Penquil asked them if they 
had spoken and Letta admitted that they had just a little. 

Miss Penquil tore up their morning’s work. Both girls felt the 
same sinking in their stomachs, both cried a little during the 
afternoon and comforted each other with wordless smiles and 
touches of the hand. Letta decided that she was feeling one of 
the Experiences of Life and let the detention envelop her like a 
dark curtain, silent, oppressive and warm. 
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Ho tv the Birch came to Janetown 
School for Young Brunettes 

M iss vaniselle was not really constituted to be a 
schoolmistress, far less the principal of her own little 
school on the outskirts of Janetown in Vintesse. She 
had the necessary learning, certainly. Far more of it than the 
average schoolgirl—or all but the most exceptional among the 
above average—could possibly benefit from. To a class of tal¬ 
ented undergraduettes of the not-too-‘hearty’ variety she could 
have imparted a rare appreciation of the Nether-Amazonian 
classics and, in a few special cases, a passion for the joys of schol¬ 
arship such as only the true teacher is capable of communicat¬ 
ing. But at the head of a class of lively Vintesse schoolgirls, she 
was simply ineffective. 

She was an odd-looking creature, thin and bony. Her hair was 
lank and always appeared just a litde unkempt. She looked at the 
world through her spectacles as if it were all in the middle distance 
and slightly out of focus. When she talked of courtly Julianetta or 
ofUlalua, the "angel-voice ofMiraline”, she half-mumbled her 
words as if she did not expect any one to be listening. She need¬ 
ed encouragement. She needed drawing out with intelligent 
interest and sympathetic attention; but she could hardly expect 
that from a class of young brunettes fresh from the clacquey- 
pitch. Indeed, she did not expect it. She did not even expect 
polite attention. And the less she expected it, the less she got it. 

The junior class was the worst, of course—noisy, inattentive, 
chattering creatures. The older girls were better behaved. They 
were young gentlemaidens, after all, and would not normally 
disgrace themselves by behaving badly to a mistress. That was at 
first: but gradually, as they grew more bored with Miss 
Vaniselle’s lessons and decided that she was “quite impossible”, 
their chivalry toward her began to wear down. 
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The worst offender was Delia Melinsie, a bright-eyed 
brunette of seventeen. Ironically she was perhaps the one girl in 
the school who could have appreciated the mistress’s gifts to the 
full. She was far more intelligent than the average, and possessed 
by instinct an appreciation of beauty of an order which takes 
most people half a lifetime to cultivate. But she was also high- 
spirited, academically idle and sadly incapable of imagining the 
feelings of others except where she had chosen to do so. Miss 
Vaniselle she saw as an old and dull creature whose specific pur¬ 
pose in existence was to prevent the young and beautiful from 
breathing freely and enjoying the “all-too-fleeting hours of their 
bright juvenescence” as Amalinda the younger has phrased it. 

Delia was also very pretty and a natural leader. Her colouring, 
angelic countenance and delicate manner were almost blonde¬ 
like, but her devil-may-care courage, and air of command were 
all too brunette. The combination was irresistible, and her 
influence counteracted to a very great extent the civilised com¬ 
punction of her classmates, who as gentlemaids and as members 
of the upper school normally felt duty-bound to treat their mis¬ 
tresses with courtesy and obedience. 

Miss Vaniselle’s lessons degenerated rapidly into a bear-gar- 
den. A civilised bear-garden, it is true. The throwing of india- 
rubbers and other amusing objects was rare, though not quite 
unknown. Perhaps a parlour would be a better simile. A parlour 
where young ladies, although no tea was served, conversed at 
their ease and politely ignored such interruptions as might pro¬ 
ceed from the far end of the room where the schoolmistress sat 
in neglected state. 

On occasion Miss Vaniselle would attempt to establish order, 
even resorting to the sanction of punishments. Her standard 
punishment was a hundred lines which were dashed off anyhow 
as they were never inspected, and more often were omitted alto¬ 
gether, trusting to the absent-minded preceptress to forget she 
had set them. Her ultimate sanction, however, was what she 
termed a “whipping”. This consisted of a few ineffective strokes 
with a light strap, during which, if a girl had the brazen hardi¬ 
hood to cry out in an imitation of pain, she could rely upon the 
mistress’s guilt-stricken indulgence for the rest of the week and 
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might do virtually anything she pleased with even more than the 
normal impunity. 

Such a state of affairs must end. The most probable end would 
have appeared to a judicious observer to be the closure of the 
little school owing to mothers gradually withdrawing their 
daughters as they became aware of its complete inefficacy in the 
task of imparting knowledge. 

The judicious observer, however, can never allow in her cal¬ 
culations for the unexpected twist of fate which, unexpected as 
by definition it must be, is by no means uncommon. In this case 
the twist of fate took the form of Miss Eleanor Joans, a roman¬ 
tic raven-brunette from Lempicka. 

Many years ago, when Miss Vaniselle was completing her 
post-graduate studies at the ancient University of Milchford she 
had taught philosophy and classics to a group of under- 
graduettes, the brightest and most promising member of which 
was Gwenda Joans. Gwenda, indeed, comprised the solitary 
instance wherein Miss Vaniselle's vocation as a teacher had 
found its true expression. In Gwenda she awakened a lifelong 
love of classical learning and a more short-lived, but never quite 
forgotten, love for the young teacher herself. Miss Vaniselle 
should have been a don, but for a variety of reasons it was not 
to be, and it was only later in life and in reduced circumstances 
that she entered the teaching profession at a humbler level. 

Gwenda knew of this, and when her daughter, Eleanor, after 
a long illness which had cost her some years of schooling, was of 
an age to enter the University, she determined to send her for 
the necessary coaching to Miss Vaniselle’s little seminary. 

Eleanor was fully twenty, and though woefully behind in 
many areas of formal academic study, she was highly intelligent, 
well-read (she had had little else to do but read during her ill¬ 
ness), and full of the romantic notions of the day. She had also 
imbibed her mother’s glowing praise of Miss Vaniselle, and 
came prepared to regard her as the very incarnation of Metis, 
Angel of Wisdom; austere, beautiful and bearing the key to the 
deep wells of ancient learning. Upon meeting her she was by no 
means disappointed. She saw her, perhaps, through the prover¬ 
bial rose-tinted spectacles, but Miss Vaniselle was by no means 
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unattractive in her odd way, and if any one should pause to lis¬ 
ten to her, she was a good talker; a fount of civilised knowledge 
and a certain recondite wit. 

Gwenda took tea with the Principal on her first evening and 
came to class the next morning eager beyond words to drink of 
the sacred waters that had caused her dear mother’s soul to blos¬ 
som in the days of her youth. 

“Today, girls,” began Miss Vaniselle, “we are going to con¬ 
sider the finest of all the lyrics of Ulalua, the Ana Dereltra. 
Eleanor, as you are new to the class, perhaps you would do us 
the honour of reading the first stanza.” 

Eleanor rose to her feet and began reading aloud. Her pro¬ 
nunciation was charming, her voice well-modulated and her 
dramatic interpretation of the sad yet stirring address to the dead 
beloved positively thrilling. Almost any class of decent young 
Aristasians would have been captivated by her, but as she read 
on she became aware of a buzz of conversation all about her. 
The girls were simply ignoring the reading and chattering 
among themselves. 

Eleanor was furious. Her first impulse was to stop reading and 
tell them in no uncertain terms what she thought of them. 
However she checked herself. It was the mistress’s job to keep 
order, and for some reason she refrained from doing so. Perhaps 
it was a test; some traditional ‘hazing’ of a new girl. If she took 
it in good part she would be accepted. If she let herself be goad¬ 
ed, she would be a laughing stock. Calmly she read on, contin¬ 
uing to give of her best, until Delia’s clear, well-spoken voice 
rang out, cutting her down completely: 

“I say, have any of you merchants got the time on you?” 

This was too much for Miss Vaniselle whose policy was to 
tolerate any level of chatter that she could colourably pretend 
not to hear. 

“Really, Delia,” she said, “Eleanor is new among us. Kindly 
do her the courtesy of hearing her recital.” 

“Oh, sorry Miss V. You don’t happen to know the time do 
you? I’ve promised to meet a girl at half-past eleven.” 

“It is only ten past ten o’clock, dear child. You know the les¬ 
son ends at eleven.” 
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“Sorry, Miss V. It seemed such a dreadfully long time. It’s 
hard to believe it’s only ten past. Could you look again, just to 
make sure?” 

“That is enough, Delia. Kindly attend to the reading.” 

“I’ve heard it before and I’m not frightfully keen on it.” 

“Delia, you will take one hundred lines: ‘I must pay attention 
in class’.” 

“Jolly-ho, old thing.” 

And so the lesson proceeded. There were no further notable 
interruptions, but the buzz of conversation never ceased. If any¬ 
thing it grew louder when Eleanor stopped reading and Miss 
Vaniselle attempted to comment upon the stanza. 

When Miss Vaniselle dismissed the class, leaving first as was 
the custom, Eleanor leapt to the door, barring the exit of all her 
classmates. 

“I want a word with you,” she said. 

“Who?” asked some one. 

“All of you.” 

“All of us,” drawled Delia, “well, we are honoured.” 

“You most of all,” said Eleanor. “I think you have behaved 
like a herd of absolute men .” The classical reference was lost on 
some of her hearers, but its general import on none. 

“Your reading wasn’t bad,” conceded Delia, “but you can’t 
expect much from a captive audience, you know.” 

“I wasn’t thinking about my reading. You can insult me all 
you like-” 

“Thanks, we will.” 

“-It is your behaviour to Miss Vaniselle that upsets me. 

How dare you treat her like that.” 

“Oh, easily. We don’t even have to do the lines.” 

“No, I am sure you don’t. Delia, you are an utter, wretched, 
contemptible little beast. You are strong and young and pretty 
and full of spirits. Miss Vaniselle is a splendid mistress if you 
would only have the grace to listen to her; but she is also a poor 

* Men: mythical creatures formerly supposed to dwell beyond the Northern wastes, 
largely human in shape, but noted for their great ferocity and lack of gentleness. Some 
romantics still profess to believe in their existence although modem science has shown 
them to be fabulous. 
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thing who can’t look after herself. You ought to protect her and 
treat her with chivalry and kindness. Instead of that you take 
advantage of her weakness and treat her with a lack of civility 
you would never dare offer to a stronger mistress. Delia, you are 
not behaving like a gentilmaid, and I appeal to you to conduct 
yourself forthwith in a manner becoming your station and your 
parts.” 

It was exactly the right thing to say to Delia, and exactly the 
wrong thing. It was the right thing because it struck home. 
Delia knew it to be true and was assailed by an impulse to com¬ 
ply immediately with this just appeal. It was the wrong thing 
because, thus challenged before all her friends and admirers, it 
would have been terrible to admit the wrongness of her con¬ 
duct up to now and the rightness of this arrogant newcomer. 
For a moment she stood in agonised indecision, and then a voice 
cried: 

“You can’t talk like that to Delia.” 

It was at once taken up by the class. 

“No, you can’t.” 

“Who do you think you are?” 

“Let’s give her the hyacinth*.” 

“Don’t be silly,” said Delia. “Nobody is going to get the 
hyacinth. She has a right to say what she thinks.” Thus, with a 
half-decent gesture, Delia assuaged her docile conscience and 
began to push past Eleanor, out of the room. 

“Please do not think the matter will end here if you fail to 
amend your behaviour,” said Eleanor. 

DeHa looked up at the tall twenty-year-old. “What do you 
think you are going to do?” 

“You will see.” 

$ 


At the following morning’s class, two medium-sized birch-rods, 
neatly cut and carefully bound, had been placed on the dais at 
the head of the class, leaning against the mistress’s desk. The 

* To give some one the hyacinth is equivalent to “sending her to Coventry”. 
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whole class looked at them in great curiosity, wondering if some 
mysterious change had come over Miss Vaniselle. But the pre¬ 
ceptress was as mystified as any one else. 

“Can any one explain these—em—these objects ?” she 
enquired, addressing the class. 

“Please, miss, I can,” said Eleanor politely. 

“Pray do.” 

“I made them for you myself, miss. They are a tribute to my 
teacher. They are very traditional, you know, a symbol of authority. I 
wanted to make some gesture to show my appreciation of your 
teaching. I do hope you will accept it.” Eleanor had read well 
Miss Vaniselle’s acquiescent nature and now planned make it 
serve a purpose opposite to that to which Delia had put it. 

“But of course, my child. It is very sweet of you—if a little— 
em—perhaps unorthodox.” 

Miss Vaniselle appointed Eleanor to read again, she being the 
only pupil she could trust to do so in a manner respectful to the 
text. The usual hum of conversation began, today at a level only 
just below that of Eleanor’s recital. The class meant to show 
their opinion of her. Suddenly Eleanor put down her book and 
pointed her long straight finger at Delia.— although for once 
she was by no means the worst offender. 

“Delia Melinsie,” she said in her most imperious tone. “You 
are talking. Be silent at once.” Everything in her manner was 
pure provocation, as she intended it to be. Delia rose to the bait 
perfectly. 

“How dare you address me like that?” she shouted. She half¬ 
rose from her seat in a manner that portended an unseemly scene. 

Miss Vaniselle felt compelled to interpose. “The request was 
not entirely an unreasonable one, you will admit, Delia dear.” 

“Yes it was,” said Delia angrily. “It is not her place to keep 
order in this class.” 

“Don’t you dare answer the mistress in that tone,” com¬ 
manded Eleanor, with prim arrogance. Her eyes shone like her 
black, bobbed hair, her lips wore a most provoking smile of tat¬ 
tle-tale self-righteousness. Wayward, passionate Delia was too 
enraged to suspect the strategy behind her manner or to see the 
trap beneath her feet. 
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“I’ll answer any one I like in any tone I like,” she cried. 

“Delia-” began Miss Vaniselle. 

“Oh, you shut up!” screamed Delia and turned to leave the 
room. 

Once again Eleanor barred her way. 

“This is rebellion, open rebellion,” she said in careful tones of 
horror. “It cannot be permitted.” 

Without warning she seized the smaller girl and pushed her 
backwards, by main force, to the front of the class. Thrusting her 
knee up firmly between the girl’s legs, she hoisted her off bal¬ 
ance and placed her foot on the raised platform of the mistress’s 
dais. Quickly she pulled up the helpless girl’s skirts, exposing 
her to Miss Vaniselle and before Deha could recover herself, 
she took her upper body in her arms and held her pinioned, 
straddling her knee like an unwilling rider lain astride a horse. 
In truth it was Eleanor who was the rider, mastering the crea¬ 
ture in her grip with apparent ease. So long as Deha lay sub¬ 
missively along her captress’s knee, she might remain in relative 
equipoise, but the moment she tried to reassert her independent 
balance, the strong arms pulled her forward, the forceful knee 
thrust hard between her legs, taking her feet from under her 
and making her whohy dependent on Eleanor’s support to stop 
her cohapsing on the floor. Thus presented in her exposed 
undergarments, the child could no more resist any punishment 
that might be administered than she could defy the law of grav¬ 
ity. 

Miss Vaniselle, who had always been a little afraid of the girls’ 
reactions, even when punishing them, looked on somewhat 
nonplussed, half-realising what was expected of her, half- 
impelled as always, to satisfy—or at any rate not to counter—the 
expectations of others, half-feeling the kindling of a new spirit 
in her breast upon seeing this outrageously wilful child held 
helpless in her proper position, and wholly undecided. 

“Madam, you must whip her,” said Eleanor, “whip her 
soundly.” 

“Do you think so?” asked the pliable mistress. 

“It is your plain duty. Take up that birch rod and chastise her 
as she has never been chastised before.” 
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“Well, really-” began Miss Vaniselle. 

“Don’t you dare touch me, you old crow!” shrieked Deha. 

“You see what we are dealing with?” said Eleanor. “Do you 
want the school to degenerate into anarchy? Have you not a 
duty to the mothers of these children, to the little ones them¬ 
selves. Must you not save them from their own dreadful pas¬ 
sions? Does not Ulalua herself say, ‘Blessed was she that whipt 
me from the savage state’?” 

“Yes, you are right,” said Miss Vaniselle, “I have neglected 
my duty.” 

She picked up one of the birch rods. Delia had fallen silent 
now, and ceased to struggle. Her countenance had passed from 
fury to a rather fetching apprehension, and it seemed that she felt 
something of the grandeur of the ritual that was about to take 
place. 

Miss Vaniselle laid the birch across the girl’s haunches. It was 
a harder stroke than she had ever given before and Eleanor felt 
Deha tense a little. 

“That will not do,” said Eleanor. “You must birch her sound¬ 
ly, or it will do her no good.” 

Miss Vaniselle struck again. This time the sound echoed 
through the hushed room and Delia gasped. 

“Harder,” cried Eleanor, “much harder. She will thank you for 
it after. I promise you. On her bended knees she will thank 
you. 

Suddenly, something within Miss Vaniselle’s being fell into 
place. She drew back the birch and laid it with full vigour across 
the child who had tormented her these many months. Eleanor 
felt a sob reverberate through Delia’s frame. Deha, to her cred¬ 
it, was not one of those who had cried out in mock distress at 
Miss Vaniselle’s former ‘whippings’. She considered it beneath 
her to show weakness. Now she was almost silent as the sting¬ 
ing, searing rod fell again and again. Eleanor felt shock after 
shock shake the body she was holding, and began to feel pity for 
the child, even though she still cried occasionally, “Harder, 
madam, harder. She will thank you for it.” 

Deha became warm in her arms and upon her knee and she 
heard her whisper: “Hold me, Eleanor, oh, hold me tight!” 
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At last Delia broke and began to cry aloud. The whole class 
knew that it took something to make Deha cry. Miss Vaniselle 
did not stop at once, but laid a dozen or more hard strokes upon 
the shaking frame. 

Then, with a new air of command, she said “Very good, 
Eleanor, you may set her on her feet now.” 

Eleanor did so, turning the trembling child like a doll to face 
the mistress. 

“Thank you, madam,” said the Deha, and there was sincerity 
in her voice. 

“Now, return to your places,” said Miss Vaniselle. “Eleanor, 
you may continue with your reading. And if I hear one mur¬ 
mur— one —I shah birch the entire class.” 

There was not one murmur. 

Deha and Eleanor became firm friends and the joint leaders of 
a very different manner of senior class. Both were made prefects 
and were ahowed to discipline the other girls when necessary, 
which they did with a vigour which made them more admired 
than ever. Both were themselves soundly whipped on several 
occasions and came to adore Miss Vaniselle as much as Gwenda 
Joans had done before them. Both became classical scholars and 
obtained firsts at Milchford. 

And Miss Vanisehe’s seminary became known as one of the 
finest in the land for the daughters of gentilmaid-scholars. 



All on an Autumn Morning 




Blow after blow of the flat wooden implement slaps down on the white 
cotton undergarment...(page 104) 


All on an Autumn Morning 

A long the border where Vintesse merges into Arcadia 
many curiosities are to be seen and remarkable encoun¬ 
ters of various kinds are by no means rare. It is a long 
border, and in typically Aristasian fashion, while there are bor¬ 
der-posts along its length declaring IMPERIAL PROVINCE OF 
Vintesse or You are Now Entering Arcadia as if the 
transition from one to the other had been as absolute and abrupt 
as that from air to water, there are countless smaller roads where 
one can pass from province to province without being aware 
that one has done so, and certain towns through which the bor¬ 
der runs where none can say with certainty who or what 
belongs to which province. 

Nonetheless, the two provinces are very different and their 
juxtaposition might be regarded as one of geography’s little 
jokes. 

Little Vintesse, despite its very charming rural areas, is pre- 
dominandy a city-dwellers’ province, fast, bright and noisy, 
while vast Arcadia, the “bread-basket of the Empire”, for all the 
sophistication of its relatively few cities, has its roots deep in the 
soil and its heart in the great countryside. 

In Arcadia one finds a type of brunette rare elsewhere except¬ 
ing certain parts of Amazonia. The bnmette-magna —the 
brunette built on the great scale, with arms like round, dimpled 
birch-trunks. These were the maids who brought in the great 
harvests that fed the whole Empire, as much stronger than the 
refined city-brunette as the latter was stronger than a blonde. 

In those border towns one saw them all the time, come up 
from the country to sell their apples and potatoes, their fine 
pumpkins and luscious zintalas. Every one liked to see their 
friendly faces and hear their good-humoured banter, though a 
few of the sillier young town-girls made fun of them for their 
unrefined ways. Those most inclined to do so were on the 
whole the least sophisticated, often from backgrounds not far 
removed from the rustic themselves, and anxious to demonstrate 
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their slick contempt for the somewhat solid virtues of country 
life. A real young lady would never make fun of the country- 
maids, partly because any sort of unkindness or incivility was 
seen as a mark of bad breeding, partly because they knew that a 
lady’s superiority is obvious and unstated or it is no true superi¬ 
ority, but mostly because the spirit of friendship and kindness is 
natural to all Aristasians and the desire to behave other than 
charmingly is rare—it is hard to see how civil society could long 
survive where this was not so. 

Nonetheless, as we have indicated, there are exceptions. 

Like this one. 

A group of three country-maids stand by the roadside one 
fine Autumn morning in Jilchester with their fruit displayed in 
osier baskets. The early mists are clearing to make way for the 
strong, mellow sunlight of a bright October day, though the 
chill of night is still not wholly evaporated. The air carries a tang 
of smoke and ripeness and the streets are not yet filled with the 
traffic of the day. 

A bevy of young would-be brunettes-about-town pass by. 
They are abroad too early, the innocent souls, to be exactly what 
they would like to appear to be. 

“Look at those striped stockings,” says one. “Do you think 
they are the latest fashion from Lady ton?” 

“I believe they are,” says another. “They go with those too- 
too chic sabots. They call it the Clodhopper Look.” 

Shrill, affected laughter ripples through the Autumn air. 

“Be they brunettes, think you?” asks one of the country- 
maids of her companions. “Or blondes with their hair dyed 
black?” 

“Scrawny sort o’ blondes,” says another, “p’raps they’ve been 
ill or something.” 

“That’s enough of your cheek,” says the leader of the bevy. 

“She’s right, Mirrie,” says one of the country-maids. “You 
should be respectful to blondes.” 

“Specially when they’ve been so dreadful ill,” says another. 

“How dare you?” shouts the leader of the bevy. The country- 
maids laugh, and the more they laugh the crosser become the 
brunettes-about-town. Eventually one of them picks up a large, 
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ripe zintala and throws it at the one called Mirrie. Mirrie catch¬ 
es it deftly and laughs more than ever. Another girl picks up a 
zintala. 

“Now then, you be careful with that fruit,” warns Mirrie. 
“Anything you bruise you’ll have to pay for.” 

“Oh no, I jolly well shan’t,” says the girl defiantly. She makes 
to throw it at Mirrie and then has a better idea, Mirrie will only 
catch it, so instead she throws it in the other direction, watch¬ 
ing it splatter on the pavement. The laughing country-maids fall 
silent and the brunettes-about-town giggle. 

“That’s wilful waste, that is,” says Mirrie. “Wicked wilful 
waste.” 

The girls laugh more shrilly than ever, mimicking “Wicked 
wilful waste” in a naughty sing-song. 

“That’ll be fourpence farthing,” says Mirrie, holding out her 
hand. 

“Fourpence fiddlesticks,” says the girl, taking courage from 
the laughter of her friends. 

“We’ll see about you then,” says Mirrie. 

Mirrie steps forward and the girl darts back; but not quickly 
enough. They don’t look fast on their feet, these brunettes- 
magna, but they are surprisingly agile. The city brunette’s elegant 
litde arm is caught in Mirrie’s big, powerful hand as in a vice. 
She feels suddenly that the great country-maid might break her 
like a match if she chose to. 

“What’ll we do with this then?” asked Mirrie. 

“Good spanking’s the correct thing for uppity blondes,” says 
one of her friends. 

“Give her a dose of this,” says the other, having quickly cast 
about for a suitable implement and pulled one of the long 
wedge-shaped wooden chocks from under a wheel of the veg¬ 
etable cart. It isn’t too heavy, but it is flat and hard, and in an 
expert hand will make this city-mouse squeal. 

“Leave me alone!” shouts the brunette, struggling for free¬ 
dom, but Mirrie holds her helpless under one arm while she 
hitches up her skirts, giving the street a delightful display of 
stocking-top and lace-edged knickers. 

“My, she’s a pretty one,” says one of the country-maids. 
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“Let’s see if she can sing,” says Mirrie and gets to work with 
the chock. It makes a lovely loud smack as it connects with the 
brunette’s rounded knickers. The brunette holds her breath, 
determined not to cry out. 

“Quiet for a blonde, bain’t she,” says one of the country- 
maids. 

“Perhaps she is a brunette,” says another. 

“No,” says Mirrie, “just you hark at this.” 

Blow after blow of the flat wooden implement slaps down on 
the white cotton undergarment, ringing through the quiet 
street. For about half a dozen the girl maintains her stoic silence 
and then she starts to squeal. A round three dozen the country- 
maid applies to the tune of her plaintive song. 

Then she lets her go and holds out her hand. 

“That’ll be fourpence farthing, if you please, Miss.” 

Blushing furiously the girl fumbles among her change and 
hands over the coppers. 

The bevy of brunettes continue on their way, cooing over 
their chastised friend and making the most indignant remarks 
about the country-maids. 

But quiedy. 
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....with a lovely, flat, resounding smack, she brought the ruler 
against the well-filled white cotton, (page no) 






The Heart of a Blonde 

M iss Hilver ran a small dressmaking establishment in 
Maybridge in Eastern Trent. She employed five girls 
who helped with the cutting and sewing. One of the 
girls, Emmelaine, she particularly admired—the way she sat, so 
self-contained at her sewing-machine, her big, innocent eyes 
always intent on her work, her neat, silk-stockinged ankles set 
demurely together on the treadle, undulating with such matter- 
of-fact grace as they powered the machine. Miss Hilver enjoyed 
watching her full, rounded young bottom moving slightly on 
her stool as her legs worked. 

What a delightful bottom it was. Over a number of weeks, 
Miss Hilver conceived a growing and quite uncomfortably 
intense craving to spank it! 

The ironic thing was that for some employers in some places, 
the desire need be no sooner felt than satisfied. In many parts of 
the Empire it was considered perfectly in order for an employer 
to spank her girls or otherwise discipline them as and when she 
saw fit. She remembered reading in The Morning Letter of a case 
in Marywater where a waitress complained to the authorities at 
having been spanked by the owner of a small tea shop for no par¬ 
ticular offence. The tea-shop owner, a kindly and well-respect¬ 
ed figure in the town, had explained that while it was true the 
girl had done no especial wrong, she felt her manner was becom¬ 
ing a litde more lax than it had been in the first few weeks of her 
employment and she felt a punishment would “freshen her up”, 
as she put it. The District Governess had upheld the right of a 
mistress to give arbitrary discipline of a moderate order and gave 
the girl a dozen strokes of the strap for her disloyal complaint. 

Maybridge, however, was a little behind the times. Spanking 
was considered a serious matter, and while the District 
Governess might uphold an action such as that taken in 
Marywater, local talk would be all against Miss Hilver, and local 
talk mattered more to most people than legal decisions. 

So Miss Hilver would have to wait until Emmelaine commit- 
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ted a definite offence. Even quite a small one would do. But here 
lay her problem. Emmelaine was a model hireling. She was neat 
and careful, polite and obedient. She always finished her work 
perfectly, even if it meant staying an extra half-hour or more in 
the evening. She had never been able to fault Emmelaine on 
anything. All the more reason then that she did not wish to lose 
her by administering what she might well consider an unjust 
punishment: and all the less chance of giving her a just one. 

For days, Miss Hilver turned over in her mind the problem of 
Emmelaine. She engaged the girl in casual conversation—a 
thing she never did with her staff—in order to discover more 
about her and to find out some weak point. 

Emmelaine, she learned, was the sort of girl who, in all her 
school career, had only been disciplined on one or two occasions, 
and had considered those occasions tragedies, not because of the 
lines or the stinging strokes, but because she had lapsed from the 
grace which she regarded as normal and right. She was so gen¬ 
tle and submissive, so careful in everything that her friends had 
sometimes teased her that she should have been born a blonde. 

It seemed an impossible position from Miss Hilver’s point of 
view. And besides, was it fair to contrive to spank a girl so sen¬ 
sitive and so good? Would she take it in her stride like other 
girls, or would it worry her terribly? How did one manage a 
brunette who had practically the heart of a blonde? 

Then, in the middle of the night, Miss Hilver was struck by 
inspiration. “The heart of a blonde”. The problem contained its 
own solution. Blondes were often as good as Emmelaine, or 
better, but did they escape spanking? Of course not. More was 
expected of them. They expected more of themselves. 
Discipline kept them tender and sweet. Every one knew that. 
Offences that would be smiled at in a brunette would earn a 
blonde a long imposition or a sound whipping. Of course the 
world would not judge Emmelaine by blonde standards, but 
what of Emmelaine herself? 

After work the next day Miss Hilver kept Emmelaine behind 
to sort some material. As they worked she said: 

“I am so pleased with you, Emmelaine. You do all your work 
so splendidly. I think I should not be wrong in calling you the 
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perfect work-girl." 

Emmelaine coloured and shifted a little guiltily. Miss Hilver 
proceeded: 

"In the time you have been with me you have not done a sin¬ 
gle thing wrong. Not even one. I think that is wonderful.” 

By now Emmelaine looked distinctly uncomfortable. Her 
delicate blonde-like conscience was wrung within her. 

"Don’t be shy, my dear,” said Miss Hilver. “I speak only the 
truth. You have never done a single thing wrong in our little 
shop, have you my child?” 

Poor Emmelaine fairly forced her words from her dry throat 
with anxiety and shame: “Yes, miss, I am afraid I have.” 

“Really, Emmelaine,” said Miss Hilver in a tone of surprise. 
“What can you have done?” 

“Well, miss,” Emmelaine forced the confession from her 
parched lips. “Two weeks ago I dropped my cotton reel on the 
floor and trod on it when I was picking it up. It was a lovely 
neat new one, still with the cellophane round the cotton part— 
I do love them when they are new, don’t you? Well, I made the 
label quite dirty and chipped the wood of the reel. So I—Oh, 
miss, I put it back on the machine upside-down so it wouldn’t 
show. I know I should have confessed to you but I just couldn’t.” 

“There, there,” said Miss Hilver, putting her arms round the 
distressed girl. “Never mind.” The number of times the other 
girls dropped their reels and popped them back on was count¬ 
less. Not one of them ever thought twice about it. Did Emmel¬ 
aine never see them, or did she feel that other girls’ offences 
were none of her affair? 

“But how can I ‘never mind’?” she sobbed. “What must you 
think of me?” 

“I think you should have a little punishment,” said Miss 
Hilver, “to balance the scales, and then neither of us will ever 
think of it again.” 

“Oh, thank you,” said Emmelaine. “I am sure I would feel 
better for that.” 

“Kneel up on your stool,” said Miss Hilver, taking a long, 
slightly flexible eighteen-inch ruler from the table. She bent 
Emmelaine over on the chair, tucking her slim waist firmly 
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under her left arm, so that the girl was her prisoner. Then 
pulling back her skirts she feasted her eyes on the white thighs 
above the tops of Emmelaine’s stockings and her round, well¬ 
shaped bottom in her close-fitting white knickers. Oh, but this 
was delicious, delicious. 

It was a full minute before, with a lovely, flat resounding 
smack, she brought the ruler against the well-filled white cot¬ 
ton. Emmelaine squealed aloud, a high, blondesque squeak. The 
smack had hurt her more than she expected. Miss Hilver found 
her appetite merely whetted, and spanked her long and hard— 
slowly, deliberately and with pitiless enjoyment. 

Beneath her strong left arm she felt the girl’s involuntary strug¬ 
gles. She was in such distress that she simply could not keep still 
as she had determined to do, but Miss Hilver held her firmly, 
pressing her down onto the stool and redoubling the force of the 
ringing slaps. The poor girl’s writhings increased, but her mis¬ 
tress found no difficulty in restraining her, for she had hardly 
more strength than a real blonde; and the sense of absolute phys¬ 
ical control lent an extra sweetness to the punishment. 

At last she finished, and spent some time in tracing her fingers 
sympathetically over the burning cheeks and thighs, feeling the 
warmth beneath the thin cotton as the girl regained her compo¬ 
sure. 

Finally she released her young employee from her iron hold 
and pulled her to her feet. 

“It does hurt, doesn’t it, Miss?” said the girl. 

“Of course. It is supposed to. But it is all over now, and your 
naughtiness is completely wiped out.” 

“Oh, is it really?” 

“Of course it is. Neither of us will ever tell any one.” 

“Really? It can be our secret?” 

“Yes. We will both swear never to tell.” 

“Oh, Miss, how very 7 kind you are.” 

“Not at all. It is my duty to look after you. My duty and my 
pleasure. If you ever again feel troubled in your conscience you 
must come to me like this after work.” 

“Oh, I shall, miss. Be sure I shall.” 

Miss Hilver sighed contentedly, for she was sure. 




Aristasia really exists! 

If you enjoyed The District Governess you may be wondering 
how it is possible for Aristasia actually to exist in real life. 

But be assured—it does, complete with blondes and brunettes, 
disciphne, and even District Governesses. 

Aristasia is a self-defined nation created by women in England 
today and Children of the Void, a 192-page novel by Miss Regina 
Snow, tells in intimate detail the story of the everyday life of 
Maryhill District, Quirinelle—intimately based on the events 
and people in her own life. 

Available now from the Wildfire Club 
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NYLONS 

Direct from Quirinelle! Fully-fashioned seamed nylons with rein¬ 
forced heel and toe. These nylons are made on reconditioned 1 950s 
machinery. True fully-fashioned nylons have been unavailable in shops 
for years. Also suspender belts and girdles with metal suspenders. And 
if you like the pin-up above, we've plenty like it in glorious Quirrie 
colour! All available from the real Quirinelle girls at the Wildfire Club. 


















